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PASTO RAL, 
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JOHN CUNNINGHAM. 



«• Fselix ille, quem» femotum longo c ftrcpitu et popu- 
laribus undis, interdum moUi rus accipit umbra r* 

Rafin. 
<< Silveftrem tenui mufam meditabor avena«" 



Vol. LXIX. B 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



A CARD 

F t O M T H X 

AUTHOR. 

T O 

DAVID GARRICK. Esq^ 

TIEMOTENESS ofjitmtion, and fome other cir- 
-•■^ cumfiances^ ha*ve hitherto depri'ved the Author of that 
hapfineft he might recei^ve from feeing Mr. Gar&ick. 

*Tis the uni'uerfal regard his character commands, occa^ 
ftms this addrefs» ^ 

It may he thought by many, {at a *vijit fo abrupt as this 
is) that fomething highly complimentary Jhould befaid on the 
part of the intruder', but according to the ideas the Author 
has concei'ved of Mr, GarrxckV delicacy and good fenfe, 
a Jingle period in the garb of flattery <would certainly offend 
him. 

He therefore takes his leanie ; — and after halving ftept 
[perhaps a little too forward) to offer his tribute of efteem, 
refpe3fully retires. 

NEWCASTLE, 
AUG. I77I. 
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t 5 1 
D A Y : 

PASTORAL. 

«« Carpc diem." Hoi. 



MORNING. 

I. 

IN the bam the tenant Cock, 
Clofe to Partlet perch'd on high« 
Brilkly crows, (the (hepherd's clock!) 
Jocond that the morning's nigh« 
II. 
Swiftly from the mountain's hrow. 
Shadows, nun'd by night, retire: 
And the peeping fun-beam, now. 
Faints with gold the village fpire. 

in. 

Philomel foriakes the thom> 

Plabtive where (he prates at night; 
And die Lark, to meet the mom, 

Soan beyond the (hepherd's fight. 

B 3 From 
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5 CUNNINGHAM*S POEMS. 

IV, 

From the low-roof 'd cottage ridge. 

Sec the chatt'ring Swallow fpring ; 
Darting through the one-arch'd bridge. 

Quick fhe dips her dappled wing. 
V. 
Now the pine-tree's waving top 

Gently greets the morning gale : 
Kidlings, now, begin to crop 

Daifies, in the dewey dale. 
VI. 
From the balmy fweets, uncloy'd, 

(Reftlefs 'till her talk be done) 
Now the bufy bee's employ'd 

Sipping dew before the fun. 

VII. 

Trickling through the crevic'd rock. 

Where the limpid flream diftills. 
Sweet refrefhment waits the flock 

When 'tis fun-drove from the hills. 

VIII. 

Colin, for the promis'd com 

(Ere the harveft hopes are ripe) 
Anxious, hears the huntfman's horn. 

Boldly founding, drown his pipe. 
IX. 
Sweet, — O fweet, the warbling throng. 

On the white embloffom'd fpray I 
Nature's univerfal fong 

Echoes to the riling day. 

NOON. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



y. 



NOON. 

X. 

FERVID on the glitt'ring flood. 
Now the noon-tide radiance glows : 
Dropping o'er its infant bud. 
Not a dew-drop's left the rofc. 
XI. 
By the brook the (hepherd dines ; 
From the fierce meridian heat 
Shdter'd, by the branching pines. 
Pendent o'er his grafly feat. 
XII. 
Now the flock forfakes the glade. 

Where, uncheck'd, the fun-beams fall ; 
Sure to find a pleafing fhade 
By the ivy'd abby wall, 
XIII, 
Echo in her airy round. 

O'er the river, rock and hill. 
Cannot catch a fingle found. 
Save the clack of yonder mill. 
•XIV. 
Cattle court the zephyrs bland. 

Where the ftieamlet wanders cool ; 
Or with languid filence (land 
Midway in the marfhy pooL 

B4 Bat 
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XV. 

But from mountain^ dell, or ftream. 

Not a flutt'ring zephyr fprings : 
Fearful left the no(Jii-tide beam 

Scorch its foftj its filken wings. 
xv/. 
Not a leaf has leave to Alt, 

Nature's lull'd— fereile— and ftiU! 
Quiet e'en the (hepherd's cur. 

Sleeping on the heath-tlnd hill, 
xvir. 
Languid is the latidfdapeiouAd^ 

'Till the frelh defcending fhdwcr. 
Grateful to the thirfty gfroUddj 

Raifes ev'ry faintirtg flowftf* 
XVIII. 
Now the hill— the hedge— Is gre6n. 

Now the warblers' throats in tune! 
Blithfome is the verdant fcene, 

Brighten'd by the beams of Noont 



EVEN. 
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EVENING. 

XIX. 

O'ER the heath the heifer ftfays 
Free;— (the furrow'd talk is done) 
Now the village windows blaze, 
Burnifti'd by the fetting fun. 
XX. 
Now he hides behind the hill. 
Sinking from a golden Iky : 
Can the pencil's mimic (kill. 
Copy the refulgent dye ? 
XXI. 
Trudging as the plowmen go, 

(To the fmoaking hamlet bound) 
Giant-like their Ihadows grow, 
Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 
XXII. 
Where the rifing foreft fpreads. 
Shelter for the lordly dome ! 
To their high-built airy beds. 
Sec the rooks returning home! 
XXIII. 
As the Lark with vary'd tune, 
Carols ^to the evening loud ; 
Mark the mild refplendent moon. 
Breaking through a parted cloud! 



Now 
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XXIV. 
Now the hermit Howlet peeps 

From the barn, or twifted brake : 
And the blue mift flowly creeps. 

Curling on the filver lake, 
XXV. 
As the Trout in fpeckled pride. 

Playful from its bofom fprings ; 
To the banks, a ruffled tide 

Verges in fucceflive rings. 
XXVI. 
Tripping through the filken grafs. 

O'er the path-divided dale, 
Mark the rofe-complexion'd lafs. 

With her well-pois'd milking paih 
XXVII. 
Linnets, with unnumber'd notes. 

And the Cuckow bird with two. 
Timing fweet their mellow throats. 

Bid the fetting fun adieu. 



THE 
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T M ■ 

CONTEMPLATIST 

t 

A 

NIGHT PIECE. 



«< Nox erat 

«« Cum Ucct omnis agcr, pecudcs, pi£bequc volucrcs.* 



THE Queen of Contemplation, Night, 
Begins her balmy reign ; 
Advancing in their varied light 
Her filver-vefted train. 
II. 
'Tis ftrangc, the many marfhal'd ftan. 

That ride yon facred round. 
Should keep, among their rapid cars, 
A filence fo profound! 

in. 

A kind, a philofophic calm. 

The cool creation wears! 
And what Day drank of dewey balm. 

The gentle Night repairs. 

Behind 
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12 CUNNINGHAM'S POEMS. 

IV. 
Behind their leafy curtains hid. 

The feathered race how ftill! 
How quiet now the gamefome kid. 

That gambol'd round the hill I 
V. 
The fweets, that bending o'er their banks^ 

From fultry Day declined. 
Revive in little velvet ranks. 

And fcent the weftern wind. 
VI. 
The Moon, preceded by the breez* 

That bade the clouds retire. 
Appears amongft the tufted trees, 

A Phoenix ncft on fii^e. 

VII. 

But foft — ^the golden glow fubfides! 

Her chariot mounts on high ! 
And now, in filver'd pomp, (he rides 

Pale regent of the Iky! 
VIII. 
Where Time, upon the wither'd tree 

Hath carv'd the moral chair, 
I fit, from bufy paflions free. 

And breathe the placid air. 
IX. 
The wither'd tree was once in prime; 

Its branches brav'd the fky ! 
Thus, at the touch of ruthlcfs Timb, 

Shall Youth and Vigour die. 
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Z. 

I'm lifted to the blue expanfe : 

It glows ferenely gay! 
Come, Science, by ray fide, advance, 

We'U fearch the Milky Way. 
XI. 
Let us defcend — The daring fli^t 

Fatigues my feeble mind ; 
And Sc I E N c E, i^ the maze of light. 

Is impotent and blind. 
XII, 
What are thofc wild, thofe waod'ring fires. 

That o'er the moorland ran ? 
Vapours. How like the vague dcfires 

That cheat the heart of Man ! 
XITL 
But there's a friendly guide! a flame. 

That lambent o'er its bed. 
Enlivens, with a gladforae beam. 

The hermit's ofier Ihed. 
XIV. 
Among the ruflet (hades of night. 

It glances from afari 
And darts along the du(k; fo bright. 

It feems a filver ilar I 

XV. 
In coverts, (where the few frequent) 

If Virtue deigns to dwell, 
'Tis thus, the little lamp. Content, 

Gives luflre to her cell. 

How 
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14 CUNNINGHAM*S POEMS. 

XVI. 
How fmooth that rapid river Hides 

Progrcflive to the deep ! 
The Poppies, pendent o'er its fides. 

Have charm'd the waves to flcep. 
XVII. 
Pleasure's intoxicated fonsi 

Ye indolent! ye gay! 
Refleft for as the river runs. 

Life wings its traftlefs way. 
XVIII. 
That branching grove of dulky green 

Conceals the azure (ky ; 
Save, where a ftarry fpace between. 

Relieves the darken 'd eye. 

XIX. 
Old Error, thus, with (hades impure. 

Throws facred Truth behind : 
Yet fometimes, through the deep obfcure. 

She burils upon the mind. 
XX. 
Sleep, and her fitter Silence reign. 

They lock the Shepherd's fold ! 
But hark — ^I hear a lamb complain, 

'Tis loft upon the wold ! 
XXI. 
To favage herds, that hunt for prey. 

An unrefifting prize ! 
For having trod a devious way. 

The little rambler dies. 
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XXII. 
As lucklcfs is the Virgin's lot. 
Whom pleafure once mifguides : 
When hurried from the halcion cot. 
Where Innocence prefides 
XXIII. 
The paflions, a rclentlefs train ! 

To tear the vidim run : 
She feeks the paths of peace in vain. 

Is conquer'd and undone. 

XXIV. 
How bright the little infedb blaze. 

Where willows Ihade the way; 
As proud as if their painted rays 
Could emulate the Day 1 
XXV. 
'Tis thus, the pigmy fons of pow'r 

Advance their vain parade I 
Thus, glitter in the darkened hour,. 
And like the glow-worms fade ! 
XXVI. 
The foft ferenity of night. 
Ungentle clouds deform ! 
The filver hoft that fhone fo bright. 
Is hid behind a florm ! 

XXVII. 
The angry elements engage! 

An oak, (an ivied bower!) 
Repels the rough wind's noify rage. 
And fhields me from the (hower. 
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16 CUNNINGHAM'S 90EMS. 

XXVIII. 
The rancour, thus, of ruihing fate, 

I've learnt to render vain : 
For whilft Integrity's her ieat. 

The foul will iit feiene. 

XXIX. 
A raven, from fomc greedy vaults 

Amidft that cloifter'd gloom. 
Bids ine, and 'tis a fole»n thought f 

Reflet upon the tomb. 

XXX. 
The tomb! — r-Tfae confecrated dome ! 

The temple rais'd to Peace ! 
The port, that to its friendly home 

Compels the human racel 
XXXI. 
Yon village, to the moral mind, 

A folemn afpe»^ wears ; 
Where fleep hath lull'd the labour'd hind. 

And kiird his daily cares : 
XXXII. 
*Tis but the church-yard of the Night; 

An emblematic bed ! 
That offers to the mental fight. 

The temporary dead. 

. XXXIII. 
From hence, I'll penetrate, in thought. 

The grave's unmeafur'd deep; 
And tutor'd, hence, be timely taught. 

To meet my final fleep. 
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XXXIV. 

Tit peace— —(The littk chaos paft!) 

The gracious moon reftor'dl 
A breeze fucceeds the frightful hb£t. 

That through the foreft roar'd ! 
XXXV. 
The Nightingale, a welcome guefi! 

Renews her gentle ftrains ; 
And Hope J (juft wand'ring from my breaft) 

Her wonted (eat regains. 
XXXVI, 
Yes— —When yon lucid orb is daik^ 

And darting from on high; 
My foul^ a more cdeftial fpark. 

Shall keep her native iky. 
XXXVII. 
Fann'd by the light-— the lenient breeze. 

My limbs refrelhment find ; 
And moral riiapfodies, like thcfe. 

Give vigour to the jnind. 



Vat. LXIX^ C THE 
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It u t 
THRUSH AND PYE 

A TALE. 



CONCEALED within an hawthorn bufh. 
We're told; tfiat afi experienc'd Thrufh 
Inftrufted, in the prime of fpring. 
Many a neighbouring bird to fing. 
She caroird, and her various forig 
Gave leflbns to the lift'ning throng: 
But (the entangling boughs between) 
Twas her delight to teach unfeen. 

At length, the little wond'ring race 
^Would fee their fav'rite face to face; 
They thought it hard to be deny'd. 
And begg'd that (he'd no longer hide, 
O'cr-modeft, worth's peculiar fault. 
Another (hade the tut'refs fought ; 
And loth to be too much admir'd. 
In fecret from the bufh retir'd. 



An 
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An impttdttit, ptefuiiiiftg Pye, 
Malicioas, ignoraat^ tsoA dy. 
Stole to the matron's vacant feat. 
And in her arrogance elate^ 
Rufti'd forward — ^with — " My friends, you fee 
** The miftrefs of the choir in me : 
" Here, be your due devotion paid, 
** I am the fongftrefs of the fhade." 

A Linnet, that fat lift'ning nigh. 
Made the impoftor this reply : 
•* I fancy, friend, that vulgar throats 
•* Were never form'd for warbling notes : 
" But if thefe leffons came from you, 
•• Repeat them in the public view; 
<« That your affertions may be ckar^ 
•< Let tts behold as well as hear/' 

The length'ning fong, the fofx'ning ftrain. 
Our chatt'ring Pye attempts in vain. 
For to the fool's eternal (hame. 
All (he could compafs was z/cream. 

The birds, enrag'd, around her fly» 
Nor fhelter nor defence is nigh : 

The Caitiff* wretch, diftrefs'd — forlomi 
On every fide is peck'd and torn! 
'Till for her vik, atrocious lies. 
Under their angry beaks (he dies* 

C2 Such 
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Sach be hu fiite» whofe feoandid cUm 
Obcnukt apoa a iiei^iboiir's £uiie» 

Friend E n \ die tale q>ply, 
Yoa are— yonrfelf-«-the chatt'ring Pjre: 
Rqpc&t, and with a confcioas blaih. 
Go make atoDeaent to the Thnilh f • 



P A L E M O N ; 

A PASTORAL. 

PALEMON» feated fay hisfay'rite maid. 
The fylVan fcenes, with extafy* ftinrcj'd ; 
Nothing could make the fond Alexis gay. 
For Daphne had been abfent half the day : 
Dar'd by Palcmon for a paftond prize, 
ReluAant, in his turn, Alexis tries, 

p A L s M o K. 
This breeze by the river how charming and foft! 

How fmooth the graft carpet I how greeni 
Sweet, fweetfings the laik! as he carols alofr^ 

His mufic enlivens the fcene! 

* A Y— Aire Bookfdler, fvho pinted an eitdoa of the PUafini 

t The Qntufim^ ani repatei AothORf* of the Ori^nal Eflfayt 
lo that book* 

A thoa- 
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A thottfand frefh flow'rets unufually gay 

The fields and the forefts adorn ; 
I pluck'd me fome rotes, the childiea ofVbjt 

And coold not find one with a diom. 

A L B X t t* 

The (kies are quite clouded, too bold if the biceae. 

Dull vapours defcend on the plain; 
The verduxe's all blafted that cover'd yon trees. 

The birds cannot compafs a ftraia : 
In fearch ifor a chapkt my temples to bind. 

All day as I filently rove, 
I can't find a flpifr'cet {not one to my mind) 

In meadow, in garden, or grove. 

p A L X M o N. 
I ne'er faw the hedge in fuch excellent bloom. 

The lambkins fo wantonly g^y; 
My cows ieem to breathe a more pleafiog perfume 

And brighter than common die day : 
If any dull ihepherd fhould fooliflUy aik. 

So rich why the landfcapes appear ? 
Xo give a right anfwer, how eafy my talk I 

fiecaufe my (weet PhiUida's here* 

A L s X I s. 
The ftream that fo muddy moves flowly along. 

Once roll'd in a beautiful tide; 
It feem'd o'er the pebbles to murmur a fong, 

But Daphne fat then by my fide. 

Cj Set, 
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See, fee the lov'd noaidj o'er tbe meadows (he Vit$» 

Quite altef'd already the fcfml 
How limp>d the ftuwa U1 bow gay tbn Hoc (Ueii I 

The hills and |te lirdg|99 how gi^eQ! 



THE 

HAWTHORN BOWgR. 



PALEMON, in the hawtbom bower, 
With fond impatience lay; 
He counted every anxjpij.s hoiir , 
That ftretch'd. the tedious day. . 
The rofy dawn, Paftora nam*d, 

And vow'd that Ihe'd be kind ; 
£ut ah ! the fetting fun proclaimed 
That women's vows axe--rwind. 

The fickle fex, the bey d«fy'd ; 

And fwore, in terms prophane. 
That Beauty in her brighteft pride 

Might fue to him in vain. 
When Delia from the neighb'ring gUdc 

Appeared in all her charms. 
Each angry vow Palcn^on made 

Was loft in Delia's arms. 

The 
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The Loven had not Iwig reclin'd 

Before Faftora came : . 
Incqnibncy, (he ccyM, I find « ' 

In every heart's the fame ; 
For young Alexis figh'd ^nd pre?, . 

With {bch bewitching power, 
I quite forgot the williing gueft /, 

That waited in the bower. 



THE 



ANT ANP CATERPILLAR: 



A^ 



S an Ant, of his talents fuperiourly vain. 
Was trotting, with Gonfequence, over the plain, 
A Worm, in his progiefs remarkably flow, 
Cry'd«--T-** Blefs your good worihip wherever you go; 
*« I hope your great raightinefs won't take it ill, 
«' I pay my refpefts with an hearty good-will." 
With a look of contempt and impertinent pride, . 
" Begone, you vile reptile," bis Antjbip replied; 
" Go — ^go and lament your contemptible ftate, 

" But firil ^look at me— —fee my limbs how com- 

•• plctc; 

C 4 I guide 
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«< I gaide all my motions with fieedom and eafe^ 

^ Run backward and forwaid, and turn when I pkafe? 

" Of nature (grown weary) you ihocklng cffiiy ! 

•' I fpum you thus from me ■ crawl out of my way." 

The reptile infultcd, and vcxt to the foul. 
Crept onwards, and hid himfclf clofe in his hole; 
But nature, determin'd to end his diftreis. 
Soon fent him abroad in a Butterfly's drefs. 

Ere long the proud Ant, as rq>affing the road, 
(Fatigu'd from the harveft, apd tugging his load} 
The beau on a violet bank he beheld, 
Whofc vefturc, in glory, a monarch's exccU'd i 
His plumage expanded— 'twas rare to behold 
So lovely a mixture of purple and gold. 

The Ant quite amaz'jd at a figure fo gay, 
fiow'd low with rcfpcft, and was trudging away. 
«* Stop, friend," fays the Butterfly— «*» don't be fur- 

«• priz'd, 
•* I once was the reptile you fpurn'd and defpis'd; 
•• But now I can mount, in the fun-beams I pky, 
•» While you muft, for ever, drtidgc on in your way.'* 

MORAL. 
A wretch, though to^y h^'s o'cr-loaded with forrow. 
May foar above thofc that opprcfs'd him— to-morrow. 



PHILLISj 
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A PASTORAL BALLAD. 

I. 

ISaid»--on the banks by the ftream, 
I've pip'd for the ihepherds too long : 
Oh grant me, ye Mufcs, a theme. 

Where glory may brighten my fong! * 
But Pan * bade roe dick to my ftrain^ 

Nor lefTons too lofty rehearfe; 
Ambition befits not a fwain. 
And Phillis loves paftoral verCe, 

II. 
The rofe, tho* a beautiful red. 

Looks faded to Pbillis's Uoom ; 
And the breeze from the bean-flower bed 

To her breath's but a feeble perfume : 
The dew-drop fo limpid and gay. 

That loofe on the violet lies, 
Tho' brighten'd by Phoe bus's ray. 

Wants luftre, compar'd to her eyes. 

* The Author intends the chirt6)er of Pan for the late Mr. 
»HXNtTOKX» who favoured him with a letter or two, advifiog 
lim to Mocced in tbt PaAoral mafincr* 

Alilly 
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III. 
A lilly 1 pluck'd in full pride. 

Its frclhncfs with her's to compare; 
And fooliftily thought ('till I try'd) 

The flow'ret was equally fair. 
How, Co&YDON, could yoa mlftakef 

Your fault be with forrow confeft. 
You faid the white fwans on the lake 

For foftnefs might rival her hres^* 

IV. 
While thus I went on in her praife> 

My Phil LIS pafs'd furtive along t 
Ye poetsj I covet, no bays. 

She fmil'd, sl rew^d for my fongl 

I find the God Pan's in the right. 

No fame's like the fair ones* applaufef 
And Cupid muft crown with delight 

The fhepherd that ftngs in hi^ caufc. 



POMONA 
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P O M O N A : 
A PASTORAL. 

ON THB CTDIB BILL BEING »ASIBD« 
I. 

FROM orchards of ample extent, 
Pomona's compell'd to depart; 
And thus> as in anguifh (he went. 
The Goddefs unburthen'd her heart: 
II. 
" To flourifli where Liberty reigns, 

•* Was all my fond wilhes required ; 
" And here I agreed with the fwains 
** To live 'till their freedom expir'd, 
III. 
*' Of late you have number'd my trees, 
" And threaten'd to limit my ftorc : 
" Alas — from fuch maxims as thefe, 
*• I fear that your freedom's no more. 
IV. 
" My flight will be fatal to May : 

" For how can her gardens be fine : 
•* The bloflbms are doom'd to decay^ 
'' (The bloifoms, I mcaoj that were mine.) 

«• Rich 
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V» 

•' Rich Autumn remembers me well : 

'* My fruitage was fair to behold ! 
** My pears— how I ripen'd their fwell! 

** My pippins!— were pippins of gold ! 
vr. 
«' Let Ceres drudge on with her ploughs ! 

'« She droops as (he furrows the foil ; 
«* A ne^r I (hake from my boughs, 

** A nedlar that foftens my toil. 
VII. 
" When Bacchus began to repine, 

«* With patience I bore his abufc ; 
«« He faid that I plundqr'd the vine, 

«« He faid that I pilfer'd his juice. 
VIII. 
" I know the proud drunkard denies 

<« That trees of my culture (hould grow : 
«* But let not the traitor advife; 

«* He comes from the climes of your foe. 
IX. 
*« Alas! in your filence I read 

«« The fentence I'm doom'd to deplore : 
«* 'Tis plain the great Pan has decreed, 

«* My orchard (hall flouri(h no more." 
X. 
The Goddefs flew off in deipair; 

As all her fweet honours declin'd : 
And Plkkty and Pleasure declare^ 

They'll loiter nq longer behind. 

MAY- 
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• »> 



KATE or ABERDEEN. 



I. 

THE filver moon's enamour'd beam« 
Steals fofdy through the night« 
To wanton with the winding ftream^ 

And kifs lefiedkd light. 
To beds of ftate go balmy flcep, 

('Tis where you've feldom been) 
May's vigil while the (hepherds keep 
With Katb of Aberdeen, 

II. 
Upon the green the virgins wait. 

In rofy chaplets gay, 
'Till mom unbar her golden gate. 

And give the promis'd May. 
Methinks I hear the maids declare. 

The promis'd May, when feen. 
Not half fo fragrant, half fo fair, 

As Katk of Aberdeen, 

Strike 
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III. 
Scrike up the tabor's boldeft notes. 

We'll roufe the nodding grove ; 
The neftcd birds (hall faife their throats. 

And hail the maid I love : 
And fee — the matin lark miftakes. 

He quits the tufted green : 
Fond bird ! 'tis not the morning breaks, 

'Tis Katb of Aberdeen. 

IV. 
Now lightfome o'er the level mead. 

Where midnight Fairies rove. 
Like them, the jocund dance we'll kad. 

Or tune the reed to love : 
For fee the rofy May draws nigh j 

She claims a virgin Queen ; 
And hark, the happy (hepherds cry 

'TisKati of Aberdeen, 



KITTY 
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KITTY FELL, 



I. 

TH E courtly bard, in verfe fublime. 
May praifc the toafted Belle ; 
A country maid (in carelefs rhyme) 
I fing— my Kitty Fell I 
II. 
Wheniarks forfake the flow'ry plain. 

And Love's fweet numbers fweil. 
My pipe (hall join the morning ftmia. 
In praifc of Kitty Fell. 

III. 
Where woodbines twift their fragrant 'ihadt. 

And noontide beams repel, 
I'll reft me on the tufted mead. 
And fing of Kitty Fell. 
IV. 
When moon>beams dance among the boughs 

That lodge fweet Philomel, 
I'll pour with her my tuneful vows. 
And pant for Kitty Fell. 
V. 
The pale-faced pediftt bums his books ; 

The fage forfakes his cell : 
The foldier fmooths his martial looks. 
And fighs for Kitty Fell. 



Were 
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VI. 

Were mine, yc gicat, your envy*d lot. 

In gilded courts to dweB; 
I'd leave them for a lonely cot 

With Love and Kitty FcU, 



H Y R S 1 S. 



I. 

THE pendent foreft feem'd to nod. 
In drowfy fetters bound; 
And fairy elves in circles trod 

The daify-paintcd ground: 
When Thyrfis fought the confcious grove. 

Of flighted vows to tell. 
And thus (to footh negledled love) 

Invok'd fad Philomel : 

IL 
•« The ftars their filvcr radiance ihcd, • 

" And filence charms the plain; 
«' But Where's my Philomela fled, 

«« To fing her love-lorn ftrain? 
•• Hither, ah, gentle bird, in haftc 

" Direft thy hov'ring wing : 
*• The vernal green's a dreary wafte, 

f ' 'Till yott vouchfafe to flog. 
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. III. 
" So thrilling fwect thy numbers flow, 

" (Thy warbling fong diftreft!) 
" The tear that tells the lover's woe 

" Falls cold upon my bieaft. 
'* To hear fad Philomel complain, 

" Will foften my defpair; 
" Then quickly fwell the melting ftrain, 

«* And footh a lover's care." 

IV. 
Give up all hopes, unhappy fwain, 

A lifl'ning fage reply'd. 
For what can conflancy obtain. 

From unrelenting pride? 
The fhepherd droop'd— the tyrant death. 

Had feiz'd his trembling frame 5 
He bow'd, and with departing breath 

Pronounc'd Zaphira's name. 
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CLARINDA, 



I. 

CLarinda'8 lips I fondly preftM, 
While rapture fill'd each vein; 
And as I touch'd her downy breaft, 
lu tenant flept fcfcnc. 

n. 

So foft a calm, in fuch a part. 

Betrays a peaceful mind j 
Whilft my une^fy, flutt'ring hearty 

Would fcarcdy be confin'd. 

in. 

A ftubbom oak the (hepherd fees, 
Unmov'd, when ftorms defcend ; 

But, ah ! to ev'ry fporting breeze. 
The myrtle bough muft bend. 



FANNY 
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FANNY Of THB DA^:-E. 

I. 
T ET the declining damalk rofc 
-*^ With enyiojis gpef IqoJc p^ ; 
The fammer bloom more freely glows 
In Famjy of the Dale. 
II. 
Is there a fweet that decto the field. 

Or fcents the pofAing galfp; 
Can fuch a vernal fragrance yield* 
As Fanny of the Dale? 
III. 
The painted betles» at court asver'd. 

Look lifelefs» cold, and ilale : 
How faint their beajitififi, when compared 
W^th Fanny of the Dale 1 
IV. 
The willows bind Paftora's bxowjii 

Her fond advances fail : 
For Damon pays his warmejH vowf 
To Fanny of the D^, 
V. 

Might honeft troth, 91 laft, ^qooed* 

And artlefs love poev^ ; 
Thrice happy co»'d ^ tape his icrf, 

Wkh Fanny of the Dalei 

D2 A SONG. 
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SONG. 

tBNT to CRLOB WITH A ROSS. 

TVNly^'TMX LAIS vr FATIS*! MILL. 

h 

YES, eveiy flower that blows« 
I pafs'd unheeded by, 
*Till this enchanting Rofe 

Had fix'd my wand'ring eye. 
It fcented ereiy breeze. 

That wanton'd o'er the ftream. 
Or trembled through the trees. 
To meet the morning beanu 

ir. 
To deck that beauteous maid. 

Its fragrance can't excel. 
From fome celeftial (hade 

The damalk charmer fell : 
And as her balmy fweets. 

On Chloe's breaft (he pours. 
The Queen of Beauty greets 

The gentle Queen of Flowers, 



S T A N- 

d by Google 



t 57 I 



N 



ON THE 



FORWARPNESS or SPRING. 



tt tSbi, floresy plenis 

'« Ecce fcrunt nymph* calathis." Vua« 



I- 

O'E R Nature's frefh bofom, by verdure unbound^ 
Bleak Winter blooms lovely as Spring : 
Rich flow'rets (how fragrant!) rife wantonly rounds 
And Summer's wing'd chorifters fingl 
II. 
To greet the young monarch of Britain's bleft ifle. 

The groves with gay bloflbms are grac'dl 
The primrofe peeps forth with an innocent fmile« 
And cowflips croud forward in hafte! 

in. 

Difpatch, gentle Flora, the nymphs of your train 
'fhro' woodlands, to gather each fweet : 

Go- rob, of young rofes, the dew-fpangled plain. 
And ftrcw the gay fpoils at his feet. 

D 3 Tw« 
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IV. 

Two chaplcts of laurel, in verdure the fame. 

For George, oh ye virgins, entwine! 
From Conqueft's own temples thefe evcr-grecns came. 

And thtHe front the broWs of this Nine ! 
V. 
What honours, ye Britons ! (one emblem implies) 

What glory to George (hall belong! 
What Miltons, (the other) what Addifons rife, 

^1b ihake hini immortal in fdng! 
VI. 
To a wreath of frefti Oak, En^aftd's emblem of pbwer ! 

Whxjfe honours with time fliall fcftcreifc ! 
Add a fair Olive fprig, juft unfolding its flow'r. 

Rich token of Concord and Peace ! 
VII. 
t&xt give him young Myrtles, by Beauty's bright Queen 

CoUefttd — the pride of the grove ! 
How Fragrant their odoiir! their foliage how green ! 

Sweet promife of conjugal Love ! 
VIII. 
Let Gaul's captive Lilties, cropt clofe id the ground. 

As trophies of Conqueft be ty'd : 
The virgins all cry, •* There's not one lo be found! 

*• Out-bloom'd by his kofes— they dy'd." 
IX. 
Ye foes of Old England, fuch fate Jhall ye ftiare. 

With George, as our glories advance- 
Thro' envy you'll ficken, — you'll droop, — you'll defpair. 

And die — like the LilUes of Fr^'ce. 

ON 
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APPROACH OF MAy> 



I. 

THE virgin, when fofica'd by Mat, 
Attends to tjbe villager's vows; 
The birds fweetljr bill on the fpray^ 

And poplars cvibrace with their boughs : 
On Ida bright Venus may xtign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above! 
We fhepherds that dwell on the pkuaj 
Hail May as the oiother of Jove, 

U. 

From the Weft as it wantonly blows. 

Fond Zephir carefTes the vine ; 
The bee fteals a kifs from the rofe. 

And willows and woodbines entwine : 
The pinks by the rivulet fide. 

That border the vernal alcove* 
Bend downward to kifs the foft tide : 

For May is the mother of love. 



D4 Mat 
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III. 
Mat tinges the butterfly's wing. 

He flutters in bridal array i 
And if the wing'd forefters fing. 

Their muflc is taught them by Mat. 
The ftock-dove« reclufe with her mate. 

Conceals her fond blifs in the grove. 
And murmuring feems to repeat 

That May is the mother of love, 

IV. 
The Goddefs will vifit you foon. 

Ye virgins be fportive and gay : 
Get your pipes, oh ye fhepherds in tunc. 

For mufic mufl: welcome the May. 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind. 

And all his keen anguifh remove. 
Let him tell her foft tales, and he'll find 

The May is the mother of love. 



THB 
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SHelter'd from the blight ambition^ 
Fatal to the pride of rank. 
See me in my low condition. 
Laughing on the tufted bank. 

II. 
On my robes (for emulation) 

No variety's impreft : 
Suited to an humble (Nation, 

Mine's an unembroider'd veft* 

III. 
Modeft tho' the maids declare me. 

Ma t in her fantaflic train. 
When Pastora deigns to wear me, 

Ha'n't a fiow'ret half fo vain. 



^HI 
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THE 



NARCISSUS. 



J. 

AS pendent o'er the liihpid dream 
I bow'd my fnowey pride. 
And languilh'd in a fruitkfii flame. 

For what the Fates deny'd ; 
The fair Pastora chaiic'd to pafs. 

With fuch an angel air, 

I faw her in the wat'ry glafs. 

And lov'd the rival fair. 

n. 

Ye fates, no longer let me pine, 

A felf-ad miring fvvect. 
Permit me, by your grace divine. 

To kifs the fair-one's feet : 
That if by chance the gentle maid 

My fragrance Ihould admire, 
I may, upon her bofom laid. 

In filler fweets expire. 
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MILLER 



A BALLAD, 



I. 
T N a plain plcafant cottage, conveniently neat, 
**• With a mill and fome meadows — a freehold eftatc, 
A well-meaning miller, by labour fupplies, 
Thofe bleflings that grandeur to great ones denies : 

No paflions to plague him, no cares to torment. 
His conftant companions are Health and Content; 
Their lordQiips in lace may remark, if they will. 
He's honefl, tho' daub'd with the duft of his mill. 

II. 
Ere the lark's early carrols falute the new day. 
He fprings from hi« cottage as jocund as May j 
He cheaifully whiftles, regardlefs of care. 
Or fings the laft ballad he bought at the fair : 

While 
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While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ftate. 
Or bribing eleftions, in hopes to be great. 
No fraud or ambition his bofom e'er fill. 
Contented he works, if there's grift for his mill. 

III. 
On Sunday bedeck'd in his homeipun array ,^ 
At church he's the loudefl to chaunt or to pray ; 
He fits to a dinner of plain Englifh food, 
Tho' fimple the pudding, his appetite's good* 

At night, when the prieft and excifeman are gone. 
He quaffs at the alehoufe with Roger and John, 
Then reels to his pillow, and dreams of no ill ; 
Ko monarch more bleft than the man of the mill. 



LANDSCAPE. 

^ Rura mihi 8c irrigui pUceant in vallibus amnes.*' 



Vine. 



NOW that Summer's ripen'd bloom 
Frolicks where the winter frown'd, 
Stretch'd upon thefe banks of broom. 
We command the landfcape round* 

Nature 
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II. 
Nature in the profpe^ yields 

Humble dales, and mountains bold. 
Meadows, woodlands, heaths, — and fields 
Yellow'd o'er with waving gold. 
III. 
Goats upon that frowning ftcep,' 

Fearlefs, with their kidlings broufe ! 
Here a flock of fnowy flieep! 
There an herd of motly cows! 
IV. 
On the uplands, every glade 

Brightens in the blaze of day ; 
O'er the vales, the fobcr ftiade 
Softens to an evening; grey. 
V. 
Where the rill, by flow degrees. 

Swells into a cryftal pool. 
Shaggy rocks and flielving trees 
Shoot to keep the waters cool. 
VI. 
Shiver'd by a thunder-ftroke. 

From the mountain's mifly ridge, ^ 

O'er the brook a ruin'd oak. 

Near the farm-houfe, forms a bridge, 
VII. 
On her breafl. the funny beam 
Glitters in meridian pride ; 
Yonder as the virgin ftream 
Haitens to the reftlefs tide :— — — 

Where 
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VIII. 
Where the (hips by wanton gales 

Wafted, Q'er the green waves rpn. 
Sweet to (pt their fwelling fails 

Whiten'd by .the laughing fun I 
IX, 
High upon the daified hill, 

Rifing from fhe flope of tree*. 
How the wings of yoi^der mill 

Labour in the bufy breeze ! 

X. 
Cheerful as a fummcr's mom, 

(Bouncing from her loaded pad) 
Where the maid pre&nts her corn. 

Smirking, to the miller's lad. 
XI. 
O'er the green a feftal throng 

Gambols, in fantaflic trim I 
As the full cart moves along, 

Hearken 'tis their harveft faynm ! 

XII. 
Linnets on the crouded fprays 

Chorus, — ^and the wood-larks rife. 
Soaring with a fong of praife, 

'Till the fweet noces reach the Ikies. 
XUI. 
Torrents in extended (hects 

Down the cliffs, dividing, break : 
*Twixt the hills the water meets. 

Settling in a jQlver lake! 



From 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A LANDSCAPE* 47 

XIV. 

From his languid flocks, the fwain^ 

By the funbeams fore oppieft. 
Plunging on thQ wat'ry plain. 

Plows it with his glowing bread* 
XV. 
Where the mantling willows nod. 

From the green bank's flopy fide# 
Patient, with his well-thrown rod. 

Many an angler breaks the tide I 
XVIi 
On the ifles, with ofiers dreft. 

Many a fair-plum'd halcion biseds! 
Many a wild bird hides her neft, 

Cover'd in yon crackling reedi. 
XVII. 
Fork-taird pratlers as they pafs 

To their neftlings in the rock. 
Darting on the liquid gkfs. 

Seem to kifs the mimick'd flock, 
XVIII. 
Where the ftone Crofs lifts its head. 

Many a faint and pilgrim hoar. 
Up the hill was wont to tread. 

Barefoot, in the days of yore* 
XIX. 
Guardian of a facred well, 

Arch'd beneath yon reverend (hades, 
Whilome, in that ftiatter'd cell. 

Many an hermit told his beads. 

Sultry 
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XX. 

Snltry mifts furroiind the heath 

Where the gothic dome appears. 
O'er the trembling groves beneath, 

Tott'ring with a load of years. 
XXI. 
Tarn to the contrafted fcene. 

Where, beyond thcfe hqary piles. 
Gay, upon the rifing green. 

Many an attic building fmiles ! 

xxn. 

Painted gardens — grots — and groves^ 

Intermingling (hade and light ! 
Lengthen'd viftas, green alcoves. 

Join to give the eye delight. 
XXIII. 
Hamlets — ^villages, and fpires, 

Scatter'd on the landfcape lie^ 
•Till the diftant view retires, 

Clofing in an azure iky. 



MELODY. 
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MELODY, 

I. 

LIGHTSOME as convey'd by fparrows. 
Love and Beauty crofs'd the plains. 
Flights of little pointed arftws 
Love difpatch'd among the fwains : 

But fo much our (hepherds dread him, 

(Spoiler of their peace profound) 
Swift as fcudding fawns they fled him. 

Frighted, tho' they felt no wound* 

n. 

Now the wanton God grown flier. 

And for each fond mifchief ripe. 
Comes difguis'd in Pan's attire. 

Tuning fweet an oaten pipe : 

Echo, by the winding river. 

Doubles his^ddufive flrains; 
While the boy conceals his quiver. 

From the flow returning fwains. 

III. 
As Palemon, unfufpe^ting, 

Prais'd the fly mufician's art. 
Love, his light difguife reje^ing, 

Lodg'd an arrow in his heart: 

Vol. LXIX, E Copid 
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Cupid will enforce your duty. 

Shepherds^ and would have you taught, 
Thofe who timid fly from Beauty, 

May by MELODt be caught. 



A : 



PASTOkAL. 



THE gentle fwan with graceful pride 
H^r gloiTy plumage laves. 
And failing down the (ilver tide. 
Divides the whifp'ring waves : 

The filvcr tide, that wand'ring flows^ 

Sweet to the bird muil be I 
But not fo fwcet — ^blyth Cupki knows. 

As Delia is to me* 

11. 
A parent bird, in plaintive mood. 

On yonder fruit-tree fung. 
And ftill the pendent ncft (he view'i. 

That held her callow young : 



Dtf 
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Dear to the mother's flutt'ring heart 

The genial brood muft be ; 
But not fo dear (the theuiandth part f } 

As Delia is to me. 

III. • 

The rofes that my brow- furround 

Were natives of the dale ; 
Scilrce pluck'd, and in a garland bounds 

Before their fweets grew palef 

My vital bk>om would thus be freze;^ 

If lucklefs torn from thee ; 
For what the root is to the rofe. 

My D£<.iA is to me. 

Two doves I found, like fiew-fal4'>fi fa&Wt 

So wfaiie the beauceoes pair ! 
The birds to Dbli a I'll beftow. 

They're like her bofom fair ! 

When, in their chafte ^xmnubial iove^ 

My fecret wifti (he'll fee; 
Such mutual blifs as turtles prove» 

May Delia Aaie with aic 
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SYCAMORE SHADE: 
A BALLAD. 



T 'Other day as 1 fat in the Sycamore (tiade^ 
Young Damon came whiftling along, 
I trembled — I blufh'd — a poor innocent maid I 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue : 

Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! What a flutter is here ! 

Young Damon defigns you no ill ; 
The (hepherd's fo civil, you've nothing to fear. 

Then prythee, fond urchin, li^ ftill. 

II. 
Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet^ 

One kifs he demanded— Na more ! 
But urg'd the foft preffure with ardour fo fwect, 

I could not begrudge him a fcore : 

My lambkins I've kifs'd, and no change ever found. 

Many times as we play'd on the hill ; 

But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop round. 

Nor would the fond urchin lie (till, 

Whciv 
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III. 
When the fun blazes fierce* to the Sycamore (had« 

For (belter, I'm fure to repair; 
And, virgins, in faith I'm no longer afraid, 

Akho' the* dear fhepherd be there : 

At ev'jrj fond kifs that with freedom he takes« . 

My heart may rebound if it will ; 
There's fomething fo fweet in the buftle it makti^ 

rU die ere J bid it lie fiil!. 



DAMON AND PHILLIS: 

A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 

<' Donee gratut eram/* Sea Hok* 

O A M O K. 

WHEN Phillis was faithful^ and fond as Ihc't 
fair, 
I twitted jroung rofes in wreaths for my hair ; 
But ah ! the fad willow's a (hade for my brows. 
For Phillis no bnger remembers her vows f 
To the groves with young Colin &e (hepherde(s flies. 
While Damon difturbs the ftill plains with his fighs. 



E 3 Tuth* 
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BedaiA yeus faUe Danpon^ befoieyou upbmd. 
When Phoebe's fair laiobkui had yeft^ay fbiy'd> 
Thio' the woodk^yoa waodcr'd, poor Phillis forgotl 
And drove the gay laoiblejr qcute home to het cot ; 
A fwain fo deceitful no damfel can prize ; 
'Tis Ph«he, not P1»1H9« lay* chim to yew fighs. 

DAMON. 

Like fummer's full feafon young Phcfibe is kind» 
Her manners are graceful, untainted her mind ! 
The fweets of contentment her cottage adorn. 
She's fair as the rofe-bud, and frelh as the mom ! 
She fmilcs like Pomona— Thcfc fmiles I'd refign. 
If RiiUi» Weie fkitkful, and deign'd to be mine» 

r H I L L I s. 
On the tabor young Colin fo prettily plays. 
He fings me fwect fonnets, and writes in my pndfc ! 
He chofe me his true-love laft Vakntine-day, 
When birds fat like bridegrooms all pair'd on the fpray, 
Yet I'd drive the gay 0xepherd far,, far from my mind, 
If Damon, the rover, were conftant and kind. 

DAMON. 

Fine folW »Py fwcet PhiUis, may revel and range. 
But fleeting'ft the pleafurc that's founded on change! 
In the villager's cottage fuch conftancy fprings^ 
That pcjlfants with pity may look down on kings. 
To the church tj^n kt'» haftenj our tranfports to bind, 
And Damon will always prove faithful and kind. 

P H 11" 
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To ths churcK then ht*s laAen, our tnixi{port% to. 
btndf 
And ¥bSllh will alwap prore faithful and kind. 



V H 1 



N I N 



YOUNG Colin once courted Myrtilla the prude. 
If he figh'd or look'd tender, (he ciy'd he was 
rude; 
Tho* he begg'd widi devotion, fome eafe for his 

pain. 
The (hepherd got nothing but frowns and difdain. 
Fatigu'd with her folly, his fuit he gave o'er. 
And vow'd that no ftmak fiiould fetter him mare. 

II. 
He ftrove with all caution to 'fcape from the net. 
But Chloe foon caught him,— a finifh'd coquet ! 
She glanc'd to his glances, (he figh'd to his fighs. 
And flatter'd his hopes—in the language of eyes. 
Alas for poor Colin I when put t6 the teft, 
Himfelf and his paffion prov'd both but her jeft. 

E 4 By 
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III. 
By the critical third he was fix*d in the fnaie ; 
By Fanny — gay, young, unaffefted, and fair; 
When (he found he had merit, and lore took his part. 
She dally'd no longer--4>ut yielded her heart. 
With joy they fabmitted to Hymen's decree. 
And now are as happy-— as happy can be. 

IV. 
As the rofebud of beauty foon (ickens and fades. 
The prude and coquet are two flighted old maids ; 
Now their fweets are all wafted, — ^too late they repent. 
For tranfports untafted, for moments misfpent ! 
Ye virgins take warning, improve by my plan. 
And &X. the fond youth when you prudently can. 



HOLIDAY GOWN. 



I. 

IN holiday gown, and my newfangled hat, 
Laft Monday I tript to the fair ; 
I held up my head, and I'll tell you for what, 
Briflt Roger I guefs'd wou'd be there : 

He woos me to marry whenever we meet. 
There's honey fure dwells on his tongue ! 

He hugs me fo clofe^ and he kifles fo fweet, 
I'd wed — ^if I were not too young. 



Fond 
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II. 
Fond Sue, I'll aflure you, laid held on the boy, 

(The vixen wou'd fain be his bride) 
' Some token (he claim'd, either ribbon or toy. 

And fwore that (he'd not be deny'd : 

A top-knot be bought her, and garters of green. 

Pert Sufan was cruelly ftung ; 
I hate her fo much, that, to kill her with fpleen, 

I'd wed — if I were not too young. 

III. 
He whifper'd fuch foft pretty things in mine ear ! 

He flatter'd, he promis'd, and fwore ! 
Such trinkets he gave me, fuch laces and geer. 

That truft me, — my pockets ran o'er : 

Some ballads he bought me, the beft he cou'd find. 

And fweetly their burthen he fung ; 
Good faith he's fo handfome, fo witty, and kind, 

I'd wed — if I were not too young. 

IV. 
The fun was juft fettingi 'twas time to retire, 

(Our cottage was diftant a mile) 
I rofe to be gone — Roger bow'd like a fquire. 

And handed me over the flile ; 

His arms he threw round me — love laugh'd in his eye, , 

He led me the meadows among. 
There preft me fo glofe, I agreed, with a figh. 

To wed— for I was not too young, 

DAPHNE; 
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A SONG. 

I- 

NO longer. Daphne, I admire 
The graces in thine eyes ; 
Continu'd coynefs kills delire* 

And familh'd paffion dies. 
Three tedious years I've figh'd in vain. 

Nor could my vows prevail ; 
With all the rigours of difdain. 
You fcorn*d my amorous tale. 

II. 

When Celia cry'd, how fenfelefs (he. 

That has fuch vows refus'd ; 
Had Damon giv'n his heart to me. 

It had been kinder us'd. 
The man's a fool that pines and dies ; 

Becaufe a woman's coy ; 
The gentle blifs that one denies, 

A thoufand will enjoy. 

III. 
Such charming words, fo void of art, 

Surprifing rapture gave ; 
And tho' the maid fubdu'd my heart, 

Jt ceas'd to be a flave : 



A wretch 
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A wretch condemn'd, fkall Dapime prove ; 

While bleft without reftraiat* 
In the fweet calendar of love 

My Celia ftands«-a {aim. 



C O R Y D O N: 

A PASTORAL. 

To the Memory of Wi lliam Shenstoni^ Efq^ 

I. 

COME, Ihepherds, wc'H follow the heaifc. 
We'll fee our lov'd Cory don laid ; 
Tho' forrow may blemilh the verfe. 
Yet let a fad tribute be paid. 

They call'd him the pride of the plain ; 

In footh he was gentle and kind ! 
He mark'd on his elegant ftrain 

The graces that glow'd in his mind* 

II. 

On purpofe he planted yon trees. 

That birds in the covert might dwell ; 

He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, 

£ut never wou'd rifle their cell. 

Ye 
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Ye lambkins that play'd at his feet. 
Go bleat— 'and your mailer bemoan ; 

His mufic was artlefs and fweet. 
His manners as mild as your own. 

III. 
No verdure (hall cover the vale. 

No bloom on the bloflbms appear ; 
The fwccts of the foreft (hall fail. 

And winter difcolour the year. 

No birds in our hedges (hall (ing, 

(Our hedges fo vocal before) 
Since he that (hould welcome the fpring. 

Salutes the gay feafon no more. 

IV. 
His Phil LIS was fond of his praife. 

And poets came round in a throng ; 
They liftcn'd they envy'd his lays, 

£ut which of them equal'd his fong? 

Ye (hephcrds, henceforward be mute. 

For loft is the paftoral ftrain ; 
So give me my Corydon's flute. 

And thus let me break it in twain* 



DAMON 
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DAMON AND PHOEBE. 



WHEN the fweet rofy morning firft peep'd 
from the Ikies, 
A loud iinging lark bade the villagers rife ; 
The cowflips were lively — the primrofes gay. 
And (bed their beft perfumes to welcome the May : 
The fwains and their fweethearts all rang'd on the 

green. 
Did homage to Phoebe and hail'd her their Queen. 

II. . 
Young Damon ftep'd forward : he fung in her praifc. 
And Phoebe beftow'd him a garland of bays : 
May this wreathe, faid the fair one, dear Lord of my 

vows, 
A crown for true merit, bloom long on thy brows : 
The fwains and their fweethearts that danc'd on the 

green, 
Approv'd the fond prcfent of Phoebe their Queen. 

III. 
*Mongft lords and fine ladies, wc (hepherds are told. 
The dearcft affedlions are bartered for gold ; 
That difcord in wedlock is often their lot. 
While Cupid and Hymen (hake hands in a cot: 
At the church with fair Phoebe fmce Damon has been. 
He's rich as a Monarch — (he's bleft as a Queen. 

A PAS- 
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A 

PASTORAL HYMN 
To JANUS. 

ON THX 6IRTH OF TME <^VZZV» 

*• Tjc primum pia thura rogent— te vota falutent, 
« te colat omnis honos.'* 

Mart, ad Janum 

I. 

TO Janus, geode fhe^herdsi raife a (krine : 
His honours be divine ! 
And as to mighty Pan with homage bow : 
To him, the virgin troop (hall tribute bri&g ; 
Let him be hail'd like the green- liveried fpring^ 
Spite of the wiht'ry ftorms that (lain his brow. 

II. 
The pride> the glowing pageantry of May, 

Glides wantonly away : 
But January, in his rough-fpun veft, 
Boafts the full bleffings tliat can never fade« 
He that gave birth to the illuftrious maid^ 
Whofe beauties make the Bai ti«h Monarch blcfl 

Co 
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III. 
Could the foft Spring with all her funny fhowers. 

The frolic nurfe of flowers! 
Or flaunting Summer, flulh'd in ripen'd pride. 
Could they produce a finifh'd fweet fo rare ; 
Or from his golden (lores, a gift fo fair. 
Say, has the fertile Autumn e'er fupply'd ? 

IV. 
Henceforward let the hoary month be gay 

As the white-hawthorn'd May ! 

The laughing goddefs of the Spring difown'd. 

Her rofy wreath (hall on His brows appear. 

Old Janus as he leads, (hall fill the year. 

And the lefs fruitful Autumn be dethron'd, 

V. 

Above the other months fupremely blefl« 

Glad Janus (lands confefl ! 
He can behold with retrofpcftive face 
The mighty blcflings of the year gone by : 
Where, to conned a Monarch's nuptial tic;^ 
Afllembled ev'ry glory, ev'ry grace I 

VI. 
When he looks forward on the flatt'ring year. 

The golden hours appear : 
As in the facred reign of Saturn, fair : 

Britain (hall prove from this propitious date. 
Her honours perfedl, viftories complete, 
find boaft the brighteft hopes, a British Heir. 

*«* The above little poem was written on fuppoiltion that her 
kf ayefty*s birth-day was rtaliy m the month of January. 

AN 
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A N 

INSCRIPTION 

On the Houfe at Mavis-bank, near Edinburgh 

SITUATED IN A GROVE. 

Parvadomust nemeroja quiei t 
Sts tu, quoque noftris 
Hofpitiumy laribus, fuhftdiumque diu ! 
Flora tuas omet poftes^ Pomona que men/as ! 
Conferat ut varias fertilis hortus opes ! 
Et ijolucres piBa cingentes 'voce canora, 
Retta fola canent qiuejihi tendit amor! 
FlorifericolUsy dukes mihifiSpe recejfus 
Dentt atque hofpitibus gaudia plena meis ! 
Concedatque Deus nunquam^ 'vel/ero/eue/cas, 
Seroque terrenas experiare 'vices / 
Integra reddantur qiue plurima feecula rodant 
Detur, et utfenio pulcbrior eniteas. 
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INSCRIPTION Imitati». 

I. 

PEACE has explored this filvan fceiie> 
She courts your cahn retreat* 
Ye groves of variegated green* 
That grace my genial feat ! 

Here* in the lap of lenient eafe* 

(Remote from mad'ning noife) 
Let me delude a length of days* 

In dear domeftic joys I 

II. 
Long may the parent Queen of Flow'rs 

Her fragrance here difplay ! 
Long may (he paint my mantling bow'rs* 

And make my portals gay 1 

Nor you — my yellow gardens* fail 

To fwell Pomona's hoard ! 
So (hall the plenteous* rich regale^- 

Repleniih* long, my board ! 

V0L.LXIX. F Pout 
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III. 
Pour through the groves your carols clear; 

Ye birds^ nor bondage diead : 
If any toils entangle heK^ 

'Tis thofe which Love hath fpread*. 

WhAre die gMn hill^To grafiual flarits,. 

Or flowery glade extends. 
Long may thefe fair, the(e fav'rite haunt» 

Prove focial to my friends I 

IV. 
May you preferve perpetual Uoom,. 

My happy halcion feat I 
Or if fell time denounce thy doom. 

Far diflant be its date ! 

And when he makes, with iiK)n rage,. 

Thy youthful pride his prty. 
Long may the honours of thy age - 

Be reverenc'd in decay I 



A N O T £ 
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INSCRIPTION 



ON THE 8AMB HOU.SS. 



Hatte iu gremn refonaniis fyhv^ 

AfuiSf bortisj teviamque garritu^ 
C^eterifque ruris honoribus^ 
Undique renideniem viilam, 

NoM -magnificam nonfiiperham ; 

At quaUn nfides, 
Commodamy mundatHy g^ialem 
Nature parent y fpciant ortem* 

Sihiy fuijque 
Ad 'vitam placide, 

Et traffqfttlie agendum 
Dejignffvkj injinipcit^yfi. 

D. I. £. 
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' N the deep bofom of my grove 
A fwcct Bccefs furvcy I 
Where birds^ with elegies of lovc^ 
Make vocal every fpray* 
A (ylvan fpot, with woods— with waters crown'd. 
With all the rural honours blooming round f 

This little^ but commodious feat 

(Where nature weds with art) 

A'nt to the BYE fuperbly great. 

Its beauties charm the heart. 

Here, may the happy founder and his race 

Pafs their full days in harmony and peace I 



CO K 
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FASTORAU 



O'ER moorlands and mountains^ rode^ barren^ 
and barcj 
As wilder'd and weaiy'd I roara^ 
A gentle young (hepherdefs fees my defpair. 
And leads me-^'er lawns— to her home : 
Yellow iheaves from rich Ce&bs her cottage had 
<:rown'd. 
Green rufhes were firew'd on her floor. 
Her cafement, fwcet woodbines crept wantonly rounds 
' And decked the fod feats at her door. 

II. 
We fate ourfelves down to a cooling repaft, 

Frefti fruits ! and (he cull'd me the bcft j 
While thrown from my guard by fome glances (he caft* 

Love flily ftole into my bread ! 
I tojd my fpft wiftics ; (he fweetly reply'd, 

(Ye virgins, her voice was divine I } 
I've rich ones rejed^d, and great ones deny'd^ 

But take me, fond ihepherd*-I'm thine* 

Fj Her 
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III. 

Her air was fo modeft, her afpcft fo meek! 

So iimplc, yet fweet» were her charms ! 
I ki&'d the rip'e rofes {Bat glo^^^'d on her cheek> 

And lock'd the dear maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ftieep. 

And if, by yon prattler, the ftream, 
Reclin'd bn hdl; bofdfai, I fink ih^o fle^p,, 

Her image ftill foftens my dream. 

IV. 
T^gcthcf we range o'er the fl6w riflng hills. 

Delighted with paftoral views. 
Or reft on the rock whence tli^ ftreamlet diftils. 

And point obt hew themd fbr my milfe. 
To pomp or proud titlfes (he ne'ef did afpire, 

Tlfc damfd's of humble deibdit ; 
The cottager. Peace, is well known fdr her firc„ 

And (hepherds hrfVe nkm'd her Coktent. 



CORYDON-AND PHILLIS: 

A l^ASfokAL. 

i. 

HE R (heep hid ih cluffctk cr^pt clolfe by the grove,. 
To hide fr6m thfe figburs t)F day ; 
And Phillifi hfetrdf, in a woodbihe alcove. 
Among the frtlh Violets lajr : 

A young- 
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A youngling, it feeros, had been ftole from its dam, 

('Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot) 
That Cofydon might, as he fearch'd for his lamb. 

Arrive at this critical fpot. 

H. 

As through the g^y hedge for his lambkin he peeps. 

He faw the fweet maid with fijirprize ; 
^' Ye Gods, if fo killing," he cry'd, " when flit 
" fleeps, 

" I'm loft when Ihe opens her eyes ! 
" To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 

" I'll onwards, my lamU^ia to trace :'* 
In vain honcft Corydon ftrove to depart. 

For love had hin^nail'd to the place. 

III. 

' Hofti, huflvM be theie birds, what a bawling tlioj 
" keepi" 
He cry'di '* you're too loud on the fpray, 
< Don't you fee, fooli(h lark, that the charmer's 
" afleep; 
** You'll wake her as fure as 'tis day : 
' How dare that fond butterfly touch the fweet 
maid I 
<' Her cheek he miftakes for the rofe ; 
I'd pat him to death, if I was not afraid 
'< My boldneff woold bre^ her icpofe«" 

F 4 Young 
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IV. 
Ydnng Phillis look'd up with a langui(hing fmilCs 

•' Kind Ihephcrd/' flic faid, «* you miftakc; 
'' I laid-myfdf down juft to reft me a while, 

** But traft me, have ftill been awake :" 
The fliepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow« 

He plac'd himfelf clofe by her fide. 
And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how^ 

But yeffef day made her his bride. 



A K 

E I, E G y 

e N A 
PILEOP RUIN 8, 



** Afpice murorum tnoles, praeruptaque faxa !"- 

Janus ViTALii. ' 

« Omniai tempus edax depafcitur, omnia carpit." 

SXNXCA« 

I. 

IN the full profpeA yonder hill commands. 
O'er barren heaths, and cultivated plains ; 
The vcftige of an ancient abbey ftands, 
Clofe by a ruin'd caftle's rude remains* 

Half 
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IL 
Half burled, there, lie many a broken buft. 

And obelifk, and urn, o'crthrown by Time ; 
And many a cherub, there, defcends in dud 
From the rent roof, and portico fubiime. 
HI. 
The rivulets, oft frighted at the found 

Of fragments, tumbling from the tow'rs on high. 
Plunge to their fource in fecret cav,es profound. 
Leaving their banks and pebbly bottoms dry. 
IV. 
Where rev 'rend ihrines in gothic grandeur flood. 

The nettle, or the noxious night-ihade fpreads ; 
And afhlings, wafted from the neighb'ring wood. 
Thro' the worn turrets wave their trembling heads* 
V. 
There Contemplation, to the crowd unknown. 

Her attitude composed, and afpedl fweet ! 
Sits mufing on a monumental (lone. 

And points to the Memento at her feet. 
VI. 
Soon as fage ev'ning check'd day's funny pride, 

I left the mantling (hade in moral mood ; 
And feated by the maid's fequefter'd fide, 

Sigh'd, as the mould'ring monuments I view'd. 
VII. 
Inexorably calm, with filent pace 

Here Time has pafs'd — What ruin marks his way ! 
This pile, now crumbling o'er its hallow'd bafc, 
Tum'd not his ftep, nor could his courfe delay. 

Religion 
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VIII. 
Religion raia'd her fupplicating eyes 

In vain ; and Melody her long fublime : 
In vain, Philofophy, with maxims wife. 

Would touch the cold unfeeling heart of TtMC. 
IX. 
Yet the hoar tyrant, tho' not mov'd to fpare. 

Relented when he ftruck its finifti'd pride ; 
And partly the rude ravage to repair. 

The tott'ring tow'rs with twifted ivy ty'd. 
X. 
How folemn is the cell o'ergrown with mofs. 

That terminates the view, yon cloifter'd way ! 
In the crufh'd wall, a time-corroded crofs. 
Religion like, ftands mould'ring in decay ! 
XI. 
Where the mild fun, thro' faint- encypher'd glafs, 

lUum'd with mellow light yon dufky ifle. 
Many rapt hours might Meditation pafs. 
Slow moving 'twixt the pillars of the pile ! 
Xll. 
And Piety, with myftic -meaning beads. 

Bowing to faints on every fide inurn'd. 
Trod oft the folitary path that leads 

Where now the facred altar lies o'erturn'd ! 
xni. 
Thro* the grey grove, between thofe with'ring trees, 

'Mongft a rude group of monuments, appears 
^ marble-imag'd matron on her knees. 
Half waited, like a Niobe in tears : 

Ixrr 
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XIV. 
Low leveird in the rfuft her darling's laid ! 

Death pitied not the pride of youthful bloom ; 
Nor could nMtemstl piety diiTuade, 
Or foften the fell tyrant of the tomb* 
XV. 
The relics of a mitfed faint may reft. 

Where, raould'ring in the niche, his ftatue ftands ; 
Now namelefs as the croud that kifs'd his vcft. 
And crav'd the benedidlion of his hands. 
XVI. 
Near the brown afch^ redoubling yonder gloom. 

The bones of an illuftrious Chieftain lie ; 
As trac'd among the fragments of his tomb, 
^ii^ trophies of a broken Fame imply. 
XVII. 
Ah ! what avails, that o'er the vaffal plain. 

His rights and rich demefnes extended wide ! 
That honour and her knights compos'd his train. 
And chivalry ftood marihal'd by his fide ! 
XVIII. 
Tho' to the clouds his caftle feem'd to climb. 
And fVown'd defiance on the defperatc foe ; 
Tho' deem'd invincible, the conqueror. Time, 
Levei'd the fabric, as the founder, low. 
XIX. 
Where the light lyre gave many a foft'ning found. 
Ravens and rooks, the birds of difcord, dwell ; 
And where Society fat fweetly crovfrn'd. 

Eternal Solitude has fix'd her cell. 

The 
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XX. 

The lizard, and the lazy lurking bat. 

Inhabit now, perhaps, the painted room. 
Where the fage matron and her maidens fat, 

Swect-fmging at the filver-working loom. 
XXI. 
The traveller's bewilder'd on a wafte ; 

And the rude winds inceffant feem to roar. 
Where, in his groves with arching arbours grac'd. 

Young lovers often figh'd in days of yore, 
xxn. 
His aquedu^s, that led the limpid tide 

To pure canals, a chryltal cool fupply I 
In the deep duft their barren beauties liide : 

Time's thirfl, unquenchable, has drain'd them dry! 
XXIII. 
Tho* his rich hours in jevelry were fpent. 

With Comus, and the laughter-loving crew ; 
And the fwect brow of beauty dill unbent. 

Brightened his fleecy moments as they flew : 
XXIV* 
Fleet are the fleecy moments I fly they muft ; 

Not to be ftay'd by raafque or midnight roar ! 
Nor (hall a pulfe among that mould 'ring duft 

Beat wanton at the frailes of Beauty morel 
XXV. 
Can the deep fliatefman, fkiU'd in great deflgn, 

Protradt, but for a day, precarious breath ? 
Or the tun'd follower of the facred Nine 

Sooth, with his melody, infatiate death I 

No— 
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XXVI. 
No— Tho' the palace bar her golden gate. 

Or monarchs plant ten thoufand guards around ; 
Unerring, and unfeen, the (haft of fate 
Strikes the devoted viftim to the ground ! 
XXVII. 
What then avails Ambition's wide ftretch'd wing, 

The Schoolman's page, or pride of Beauty's bloom I 
The crape-clad hermit, and the rich-rob'd king, 
Level'd, lie mix'd promifcuous in the tomb; 
XXVIII. 
The Macedonian monarch, wife and good. 

Bade, when the morning's rofy reign began. 
Courtiers (hould call, as round his couch they floods 
•' Philip! remember, thou'rtno more than man* 
XXIX. 
** Tho' glory fpread thy name from pole to pole : 
** Tho' thou art merciful, and brave, and juft ; 
•♦ Philip, refleft,. thou 'rt polling to the goal, 
«* Where mortals mix in undiftinguifh'd dull !" 
XXX. 
So Sal AD 1 17, for arts and arms renown 'd, 

(Egypt and Syria's wide domains fubdu'dj 
Returning with imperial triumphs crown'd, 
Sigh'd, when the perifliable pomp he view'd ; 
XXXI. 
And as he rode, high in his regal car. 

In all the purple pride of conqueft dreft ; 
Confpicuous, o'er the trophies gain'd in war, 

Plac'd, pendent on a fpear, his burial veil : 

While 
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XXXII. 
While thus the herald cry'd — " This (on of pew'r^ 

«« This Saladin, to whom the nations bow'd, 
*« May, in the fpace of one revolving hour, 

" Boaft of no other fpoil but yonder Ihroud !** 
XXXIII. 
Search where Ambition rag'd, with rigour ftcel'd. 

Where Slaughter, like the rapid lightning, ran i 
And fay, while meraory weeps the blood-ftain'd field. 

Where li^ the (^hief, and where the common man ? 
XXXIV. 
Vain then are pyramids, and motto'd ftones, 
. And monumental trophies rais'd on high ! 
For TiMJE confounds them with the crumbling boqesi. 

That mix'd in hafty graves unnotic'd lie. 
XXXV. 
Refts not beneath the turf the peafant's head. 

Soft as the lord's, beneath die laboured tomb ? 
Or fleeps one colder, in his clofe^clay bed. 

Than t'other in the wide vault's dreary womb ? . 
XXXVI. 
Hither, let Luxury lead her loofe-rob'd train ; 

Here flutter Pride, on purple-painted wings : 
And from the moral profpeft learn— how vain 

The wilh, that fighs for fublun^ry things ! 
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HE that Love hath never try'd. 
Nor had' Cupid for his guide» 
Cannot hit the paffage right 
To the palace of delight. 

II. 
What are honours, regal wealthy 
Florid youth, and rofy health ? 
Without Love his tribute brings, 
impotent, unmeaning things! 

III. 
Gentle (hcpherds, perfevere. 
Still be tender, ftill (inccre ; 
•Love and Time, united, do 
Wonders, if the heart be true. 



SAPPHO!* 
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SAPPHO'S HYMN 

T O 

VENUS 

IMITATED. 



H 



I. 

AIL! (with eternal beauty blcft ! 
O'er heav'n and earth ador'd !) 
Hail, Venus ! 'Tis thy flave's rcqueft. 
Her peace may be reftor'd : 
Break the fond bonds, remove the rankling fmart. 
And bid thy tyrant fon from Sappho's foul depart. 

II. 
Once you defccnded. Queen of Love, 

At Sappho's bold defire. 
From the high roofs of facred Jove, 
Thy ever glorious fire ! 
I faw thy dufky pinion'd fparrows bear 
Thy chariot, rolling, light, thro* the rejoicing air. 

III. 
No tranfient vifit you defign'd. 

Your wanton birds depart ; 
And with a look, divinely kind. 
That footh'd my flutt'ring heart : 
•*^ Sappho, fay you. What for row breaks thy reft ? 
«• How can I give relief to thy conflidling breaft ? 

•' Is 
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IV. 
«« Is there a youth feverely coy, 
«« My fav'rite would fubdue ? 
*• Or has (he loft fome wand'ring boy, 
" To plighted vows untrue ? 
" Spread thy foft nets, the rambler fhall return, 
" And with new Ughted flames, more fond, mom 
" fiercely bum. 

V. 
•« Thy proflfcr'd gifts the' he deride. 
*« And fcom thy glowing charms, 
•• Soon IhaJl his every art be try'd 
" To win thee to his arms : 
«' Tho' he be now as cold as virgin fhow, 
" The viaim, in his turn, (hail like lous'd ^tna 
•* glow." 

VI. 
Thee, Goddefs, I again invoke, 

Thefe mad defires remove ! 
Again I've felt the furious ftroke 
OfirrcfiftlefsLove: 
Bid gentle peace to Sappho's breaft return, 
Dr make the youth (he loves with mutual ardouriwim. 
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AS I wove wkh wanton care. 
Fillets for a virgin's hair^ 
Culling for my fond defign. 
What the fields had frefh and fine : 
Cupid , — and I mark'd him well. 
Hid him in a cowflip bell ; 
While he plum'd a pointed dart^ 
Fated to inflame the heart. 

Glowing with malicious py. 
Sudden I fecur'd the boy ; 
And, regardlefs of his cries. 
Bore the little frighted prize 
Where the mighty goblet flood. 
Teeming with a rofy flood. "^ 

Urchin, in my rage I cry'd. 

What avails thy faucy pride ? 

From thy bufy vengeance free. 

Triumph now belongs to me ! 

Thus — I drown thee in my cup ; 

Thus — in wine I drink thee up. 

Fa 
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Fatal was t\a ri^dbt'd dhlu^ht 
That to murder Lor 6 I qUaff 'd. 
O'er my bofom's fend domlii6si 
Now the cruel tyrant reigns i 
On my heart's moft tender ftrings^ 
Striking with his wanton wings 
I'm for ever dootn'd to prove 
All the infolence of love. 



ANAGRfiON; 

ODE IX. I It I T A T X D, 

T k E 

D O V £• 

r£LL me^ faid 1, my beauteous Dov 
(If an ambafladrefs from Love) 
ell me, on what foft errand fcnt, 
hy gentle flight is this way bent ? 

Ambroiial fweets thy pinions (bed 
5 in the quivering breeze they fprcad! 

A meflage, fays the bird, I bear 
om fond Anacreon to the fair; 
virgin of celeftial grace ! 
ic Venus of the human race ! 

G 2 Me, 
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Me» for an hytan, or amoroir» ode^ 
The Paphian Venus once bcftow'd 
'^'o the fweet bard j for whom I'd fly 
Unwearied to the fartheft (ky* 

Thro' the foft air he bade me glide, 
(See, to my wing his billet's ty'd) 
And tpld me, 'twas his kind decree. 
When I retum'd, to fet me free. 

'Twould prove me but a fimple bird 
To take Anacreon at his word : 
Why ftiould I hide me in the wood. 
Or fearch for my precarious food. 
When I've my matter's leave to fttnd 
Cooing upon his friendly hand ; 
When I can be profufcly fed 
With crumbs of his ambrofial bread. 
And welcomed to his nedlar bowl. 
Sip the rich drops that fire the foul ; 
•Till in fantaftic rounds I fpread 
My fluttering pinions o'er his head : 

Or if he flrike the trembling wire, 
I perch upon my fav'rite lyre ; 
•Till lull'd into luxuriant reft. 
Sleep fteals upon my raptur'd breaft. 

Go, ftranger — to your bufinefs — ^go, 

I've told you all you wifh'd to know t 

Go, ftranger, — and I think you'll fay» 

This prattling Dove's an arrant Jay. ^ rr ^ 

T ri E 
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ANACRXOMTXC. 



HA R K I the fpeaking ftrings invite* 
Mufic calls us to delight : 
See the maids in meafores xnove^ 
Winding like the maze of love* 
As thcjr mingle, madly gay. 
Sporting Hebe leads the way. 

On each glowing cheek is fpreadji 
Rofy Cupid's native red ; 
And from ev'ry fpaikling eye. 
Pointed darts at random fly* 
Love, and a^ve Youth, advance 
Foremoft in the fprightly dance. 

As the magic numbers rife. 
Through my veins the poifon flics ; 
Raptures, not to be expreft. 
Revel in my throbbing breaft. 
Jocund as we beat the ground, 
LmOvu and Harmony go round. 

G 3 Every 
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Every maid (to crown his blifs) 
Gives her youth a rofy kifs ; 
Such a kifs as might infpire 
Thrilling raptures — foft defirc : 
Such Adonis might receive, 
Sqth the Quc^ of Beauty gave. 
When the conquer'd Goddefs ftrovc 
(In the confcious myrtle grove) 
To inflame the boy with love. 

Let not Pride our fports reftrain, 
Banifh bcAM thf Prudt, Disdain! 
Think— ye virgiw, if yDu^re coy. 
Think— ye rob ycwrfelvw of joy i 
Every moment you refufe. 
So much extafy you lofe : 
Think— how faft thefc mei«ie«U iy : 
If you Ihould too long deny. 
Love and Beauty both will die. 



) 



) 



ANACREON. 

ODE XIV. I M I T A T S D. 



W 



H Y did I with Love e^gagc! 
Why provoke his mighty ^age ! 



True it is the wand'ring child. 
Met me with an a%e^ ng^ld. 



And 
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And befought me like a friend. 
At his gentle ihrine to bend. 
True, from my miflaken pride^ 
Due devotion was dcny'd, 
'Till (becaufe I would not yield) 
Cupid dar'd me to the field. 

Now I'm in my armour clafp'd. 
Now the mighty lance is grafp'd« 
£ut an Achileian f])eax' 
Would be ineffectual here. 
While the poifon'd arrows fly 
Hot, as lightning from the iky. 

Wounded, thro' the woods I nu^ 
FoUow'd ftill by Beauty's fan. 
Arrows in malignant ihowers^ 
Still the angry urchin poors ; 
'Till exhauiling all his ftore, 
(When the quiver yields no more) 
See the God — a living dart. 
Shoots him/elf into my heart* 

Freedom I muft, now, refign* 
Vidory, oh Love, is thine I 
What can outward anions win 
When the battle bums within I 



IMI- 
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IMITATION 



r ft o M 



AMACREON. 



FILL me that capacious cup> 
Fill it, to the margin up ; 
From my veins the thirfty day 
Quaffs the vital ftrength away. 

Let a wreath my temples (hidd, 
. Frclh from the cnamell'd field ; 
Thefe declining rofes bow, 
Blafted by my fultiy brow. 

Flowrets, by their friendly aid. 
From the Sunbeams form a Ihade : 
Let me from my heart require, 
(Glowing with intenfe defire) 

Is there, in the deepeft grove. 
Shelter from the Beams of Love? 



AN 
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ODE XXXIII. I M I T AT X D. 

T O T H B 

WALLOW. 



SOON as fummer glads the fky. 
Hither, gentle bird, you fly ; 
And with golden funfhine bleft. 
Build your pretty plafter'd neft. 

When the feafons ceafe to fmile, 
(Wing'd for Memphis or the Nile) 
Charming bird, you difappear 
'Till the kind fuccceding year. 

Like the Swallow, Love, depart! 
Refpite for a while my heart. 

No, he'll never leave his nefl;» 
Tyrant tenant of my breaft ! 
There a thoufand Wishes try 
On their callow wings to fly ; 

There 
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There you, may a thoufand tell. 
Pertly peeping thro' the fhcll : 
In a (late unfinifh'd, rife 
Thoufands of a fmaOer fize. 

'Till their noify chirpings ceafc. 
Never ftiall my heart have peace* 

Feather'd ones the younglings feed, 
•Till mature they're fit to breed ; 
Then, to fwell the crowded (lore. 
They produce their thoufands more ; 
Nor can mighty numbers count 
In my breaft their vaft amount. 



THE 
1" I C T U R E: 

A T A L E. 

A Portf^t, at ray Lord's command, 
'*- -*- Compleated by a curious hand : 
For dabblers in the nice P'ertu 
His Lordlhip fet the piece to vie\ri 
Bidding their Connoifieurfhips uM^ 
Whether the work was finifli'd weML 
Why— fays the lond^ft, on. my wo«J, 
'Tis not a Likene/s, good my Lord; 



Nor, 
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Nor, to be plain, for fpeak I muft. 
Can I pronounce one feature jud. 
Another effort (Irait was made. 
Another portraiture ei%'4 ; 
The judges were again befought. 
Each to deliver what he thought. 
Worfc than the firft — the critics bawl ; 
O what a mouth ! how monftrous fmall ! 
Look at the cheeks — how lank and thin ! 
Sec, what a moil prepoft'rous chin I 
After remonflrance made in vain, 
I'll, fays the painter, one* agaip, 
(If my good Lord voychf^fes to {\x) 
Try for a more fuccefsful hit ; 
If you'll to-morrow 4eign ti> call. 
We'll have a piece to ple^e you all. 
To-morrow comes — a piftufc's plac'd 
Before thofe fpurious foas c^ tafie*— — 
In their opinions all agree. 
This is the vileft of the three. 
«* Know — to confute your envious pri4e» 
(His Lordftiip from the canvas cry'd) 
•* Know—rtbat it is my real face, 
«* Where you could no re&mblance trace : 
•• I've try*d you by a lucky trick, 
«* And prov'd your Ginius tothe quick* 
«« Void of all judgment — ^jui^ice — fenfe, 
** Out— ye pretending varlets — Whence.'* 

The ConnoiiFeurs depart in hafte, 

Dcfpis'd— dctcdted— and di(grac'd. 

THE 
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THE 



WITCH 



A TALE. 



A Witch, that from her ebon chair. 
Could hurl deftrudlion thro' the air» 
Or, at her all commanding will. 
Make the tumultuous ocean (till : 
Once, by an incantation fell, 
(As the recording Druids tell) 
Pluck'd the round moon, whofe radiant light 
Silver 'd the fobcr noon of night. 
From the domain fhe held above, 
Down to a dark, infernal grove. 

Give me, the Goddefs cry'd, a caufc. 
Why you difturb my facred laws ? 
Look at my train, — ^yon wand'ring hoft I 
See how the trembling ftars are loft 1 
Thro' the celeftial regions wide. 
Why do they range without a guide 1 
Chaos, from our confufion, may 
Hope for his old detefted fway. 



I'll 
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Fm, fays the Witch, fcvcrely croft. 
Know that my fav'rite Squirrel's loft : 
Search— —for I'll have creation torn. 
If he's not foand before the mom. 

Soon as the impious charge was giv'n— 
From the tremendous ftores of heaven, 

JovB with a bolt revengeful ! ^rcd I 

Struck the detefted monfterdead. 

If there are flaves to pity blind. 
With power enough to plague mankind. 
That for their own nefarious ends. 
Tread upon Freedom and her Friends, 
Let 'em beware the Witch's fate ! 
When their prcfumption's at the height, 
Jovs will his angry powers affume. 
And the curs'd mifcreants meet their doonu 



REPUTATION 
AN ALLEGORY. 



TO travel far as the wide world extends. 
Seeking for objedls that deferv'd their care. 
Virtue fet forth, with two feleded friends. 
Talent refin'd, and Reputation fair. 

As 
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As they went on^ in fhelr IhtMided found. 
Talent firft fpoke, *' My gentle comrade*, Cky, 

•* Where each of you may pfobftbly be found, 
" Should Accident divide as bb the Way. 

«« If torn ((he added) from'my Idv'd allies, 
" A friendly patronage I hope to find, 

«• Where the fine arts from cultivation rife* 

** And the fweet mute hath harmonized mankind.*' 

Says Virtue, " Did Sincerity appeaf , 

" Or meek-ey'd Chafity among the gtcat ; 

•* Could I find courtier* ffom corruption clear, 
** 'Tis among thefe I'd feek for my retreat. 

•* Could I find patriots, for the public weal 
' •* Afliduous, and without their felfifti views ; 
*' Could I find priefts of undiflcmblcd zeal, 
*' 'Tis among thofe my refidence I'd chufe. 

** In glitt'ring domes let Luxury refide ; 

** I muft be found in fome fequefter'd cell, 
•* Faf from the paths of avarice or pride, 

** Where home-bred happinefs delights to dwell." 

♦« Ye may be tfac'd, my gentle friends, 'tis true, 
** But who (fays Reputation) can explore 

♦* My flipp'ry fteps ? Keep, keep mt in your vicw^ 

•* I/Tm onct lofi^youU nrver find me more.'* 



THE 
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ROSE AKD BUTTERFLY? 
A F A B L £. 



AT day's early dawn a gay Butterfly fpied 
A baddiDg ]rouiig Rofe* and he wifh'd her hi» 
bride : 
»he bfoih'd when (he heard him his paflidn declare, 
\nd tenderly told him — ^he need not defpair. 

Their faith was foon plighted, as lovers will do, 
f e fworc to be conftant, (he vow'd to be true. 



} 



t had not been prudent to deal with delay. 
"he bloom of a rofe pafles quickly away« 
iTid the pride of a butterfly dies in a- day. 

Z^hcn wedded, away the wing'd gentleman hies, 
rom flow'ret to flow 'ret he wantonly flies ; 
For did he revi(it his bride, 'till the fun 
ad lefa than one-fourth of his journey to ntn« 

he Rofc thus reproach'd him — * Already fo cold ! 
How feign'd, O you falfe one, the pafiion you told I 
'Tis an age fince you left me :' She meant a few 

hours ; 
t fuch we'll fuppofc the fond language of flowers : 

* I faw^ 
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* I ikw when you gave the bafe violet a kifs: 

« How— how could you ftoop to a xneannefs like this! 

* Shall a low, little wretch, whom we Rofes defpife, 
« Find favour, O love ! in my Butterfly's eyes ? 

* On a tulip, quite tawdry, I faw your fond rstpc,' 
« Nor yet could the pitiful primrofe efcape : 

« Dull daflfbdils too, were with ardour addrefs'd, 
« And poppies, ill-fcented, yon kindly carefs'd." 

The coxcomb was piqu'd, and reply'd with a fneer, 
« That you're firft to complain, I commend you, mi 
« dear! 

* But know, from your conda<6^ my maxims I drew, 
« And if I'm inconftant> I copy from you. 

« I faw the boy Zephirus rifle your charms, 

* I faw how you iimper'd and fmil'd in his arms ; . 
« 'fTie honey-bee kifs'd you, you cannot difown, 

« You favour'd befides — O dilhonour I — ^a drone; 

* Yet worfe — 'tis a crime that you muft nqt deny, 

* Your fwcets were made common, falfc Rofe, to 

« fly.' 

M OR A L* 

This law, long ago, did Love's Providence make. 
That ev'ry Coquet Ihould be curs'd with a Rake. 



th 
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SHEEP AND THE BRAMBLE-BUSH: 
A P A B I, E. 



AThick-twifted brake> in the time of a dorm, 
Seem'd kindly to cover a (heep : 
So fnug, for a while, he lay ihelter'd and warm. 
It quietly footh'd him afleep. 

The clouds are now fcatter'd — the winds are at 
peace; 

The fheep to his pafture inclin'd : 
But ah ! the fell thicket lays hold of his fleece. 

His coat is left forfeit behind. 

My friend, who the thicket of law never try'd, 

Confider before you get in ; 
Tho' judgement and fentence are pafs'd on your 
fide. 

By Jove, you'll be fleec'd to the ikin. 



Vol. LXIX. H THE 
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THE 



FOX AlID TBI C AT 

A F A B J- E^ 



T 



HE Fox and the Cat,, as they travdl'd one day, 
With moral difcourfes cut (horter the way : 

• 'Tis great (fays the Fox) to make juftice our guide!' 
« How godlike is mercy P Grimakin reply'd. 

Whilft thus they proceeded,— a Wolf from the wood, 
Im-paticnt of hunger, and thifffing for blood, 
Rufti'd forth— as he faw the dull (hepherd afleep^ 
And feiz'd for his fupper an innocent Sheep. 

• In vainji' wretched viftim^ for mercy you bleat, 

• When mutton's at hand, (fays the Wolf J I mnft cat" 

GrimaJkin's aftonilh'd,— the Fox ftood aghaft. 
To fee the fell beaft at hia bloody repaft. 

• What a wretch, (fays the Cat)— * tis the vilef! <i 

- • brutes: 

• Does he feed upon flelb, when there's herbagti 

« and roots ?' 

Cries the Fox — * While our oaks give us acorns fo gooti 

• What a tyrant is this, to fpill innocent blood V 
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Wdl, onward they march'd> and they monliss^d ftUl, 
'Till they came where fome poultry pick'd chaff bjr a 

mill ; 
Sly Reynard furrey'd them with giuttonont «y6s» 
And made (fpite of morals) a pulkt his prize* 

A Moufe too, that chanc'd from her covert to firay« 
The greedy Grimalkin fecur'd as her prey. 

A Spider that fat in her web on the wall« 
Percciv'd the poor viftims, and pity'd their fall; 
She cry'd— — ' Of fuch murders how guiltlefs am II' 
So ran to regale on a new taken fly. 

Moral. 

The faults of our neighbours with freedom we blanrt. 
Bat tax not oorfelves, tho' we pra^ife the fame. 



H Y M K N- 

WHEN Chloe, with a blulh comply'd. 
To be the fond Nicander's bride. 
His wild imagination ran 
On raptures never known by man. 
How high the tides of fancy fwell, 
£xpre^on muft defpair to telL 

H 2 A piinter 
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A painter caird,— Nicandcr cries, 
*< Defcending from the radiant flcies, 
** Draw me a bright, a beauteous boy, 
** The herald of comiabial joy i 
" Draw him with all peculiar caft, 
*' Make him beyond Adonis fair ; 
•• Give to his cheeks a rofeate hue, 
«« Let him have eyes of hcav'nly blue, 
<' Lips foft'ning in nedarious dew ; 
•* A luftrc o'er his charms difplay, 
'* More glorious than the beams of day. 
" Exped, Sir, if you can fucceed, 
*' A premium for a Prince indeed." 

His talents ftreight the psdnter tryM, 
And ere the nuptial knot was ty'd, 
A pidlure in the nobleft taile 
Before the fond Nicander plac'd. 

The lover thus arraign'd his (kill, 

" Your execution's monftrous ill ! 

'* A di^Berent form my fancy made ; 

<« You're quite a bungler at the trade. 

«« Where is. the robe's luxuriant flow ? 

«* Where is the cheek's ccleftial glow ? 

*' Where are the looks (b fond and free I 

«« 'Tis not an Hymen, Sir, for me/' 



The painter bow'd— -with this reply;. 
" My colours an't, your Honour, dry ; 



} 



" When 
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" When time has xneUow'd cv'iy rint, 
«• 'Twill pleafe you— ^r the deuce is in't ; 
" ru watch the happy change, and then 
'' Attend you with my piece again/* 

In a few months the painter came 
With a performance— ((till the iame :) 

«* Take it away," — ^the huiband cry'd, 
*' I have repeated caufe to chide : 
** Sir> you (hould all excefles fhun ; 
*' This is a pidure overdone ! 
" There's too much ardour in that eye, 
** The tindlure on the cheeks too high! 
** The robes have a lafcivious play» 
" The attitude's too loofcly gay. 
*' Friend, on the whole, this piece, for mej 
" Is too luxuriant— far too free.'* 

The painter thus — ** The faults you find 
" Are form'd in your capricious nund ; 
" To paflion a devoted Have, 
" The firft diredions. Sir, you gave; 
" Pofleflion has rcpcU'd the flame, 
'* Nor left a fentiment the fame, 

" My pidure is defign'd to prove 
" The changes of precarious love« 

'' On the next ftair-cafe raised on high^ 
'< Regard it with a curious eye ; 

H 3 As 
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«' As to the firft fteps yon proceed, 
«* 'Tis an aecomplifhM piece indeed I 
*« But as you mount fome paces higher^ 
<< Is thete a grace thai dcH^'t txfktt V* 

So various is the human mind. 
Such are the frailties of mankind. 
What at a diflance charm'd our eyes» 
After attainment— droops—and dies* 



F OR T U N E : 

A n 
^POLOGU E. 

FABULA NARRATUft. 
I. 

JOVE and his fenatovs, in fage debate 
For Man V felicity, were fettHng laws. 
When a rude roar that (hook the facred gate, 
Turn'd their attention to enquire the caufe. 

II. 
A long-ear'd wretch^ the loudeft of his race» 

In the rough garniture of grief array 'd. 
Came brawling to the high imperial place, 

" Let me have juftkc, Jupiter V — he bray'd. 
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IIL 
^ I am an Afs, of innocence allowed 

*« The type, yet Fortune perfecotes me ftill; 
.«« While foxes, wolves, and all the murd'ring crowd, 
" ^eneath her patronage can rob and kill. 
IV, 
*' The pamper'd horfe (he never toil'd fo hard !) 
" Favour and friendfhip from his owner finds ; 
*' For endlefs diligence, — (a rongh reward I) 
«« I'm cudgcl'd by a race of paltry hinds. 

V. 
" On wretched provender corapell'd to feed ! 

** The ragged pavement ev'ry night my bed ! 
" For me, dame ForxuNE never yet decreed 

" The gracious comforts of a well-thatch'd ihed. 
VI. 
*« Rough and unfeemly 's my irreverent hide ! 

" Where can I vifit, thus unc^uthly dreft ? 
** That outfide elegance the dame deny'd, 

" For which her fav'rites are too oft carefs'd. 
Vll. - 
" To fufF'ring virtue, facred Jove, be kind! 

" From Fortune's tyranny pronounce me free! 
" She's a deceiver if ftie fays ftie's blind, 

" She fees, propitioufly fees all — but me." 

VIII. 
The plaintiff could articulate no more : 

His bofom heav'd a mod tremendous groan ! 
The race of long ear'd wretches join'd the roar, 
'Till JovB feem'd tott'ring on his high-built throne. 
H 4 The 
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IX. 

The Monarch, with an all-commanding found, 

(Deepen'd like thunder thro' the rounds of fpacc) 
.Gave order,— That dame Fortune ihould be found. 

To anfwer, as (he might, the phintiflr's cafe, 
X. 
Soldiers and citizens, a feemly train ! 

And lawyers and phyficians, fought her cell : 
With many a fchoohnan->But their feaich was vaiu;: 

Few can the refidence of Fort u n e tell. 

XI. 

Where the wretch Avarice was wont to hide 

His gold, ^is emeralds, and rubies rare; 
*Twas rumour'd that dame Fortune did refide, 
'And Jove's ambaiTadors were poftcd there. 

XII. 
Meagre and wan, in tatter'd garments drefl» 

A feeble porter afcthe gate they found ; 
Doubled with wrctchednefs — ^with age diftrefl. 

And on his wrinkled foreheadiFamine frown'd. 
XIII. 
*« Mortals avaunt, (the trembling fpedre cries) 

** Ere you invade thofe facred haunts, beware ! 
" To guard Lord Avarice from rude furprize, 

" I am the centincl — my name is Care, 
XIV. 
•« Doubts, Difappointments, Anarchy of mind, 

«« Thefe are the foldiers that furround his hall ; 
•' And ev'ry Fury that can lafti mankind, 

** Rage, Rancour, and Revenge attend his call. 

" FOR- 
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** Fortune's gone forth, you feek a wand'ring dame, 
" A fettled lefidence the harlot fcorns : 

" Curfe on fuch vifitants, ihe never came, 
*' Bat with a cruel hand (he fcatter'd thorns ! 

XVI. 
'• To the green vale, yon fhelt'ring hills furround, 

•• Go forward, you'll arrive at Wifdom's cell : 
** Would you be taught where Fort u n e may be found, 

'* None can diredl your anxious fearch fo well." 
XVII. 
Forward they went, o'er many a dreary fpot : 

(Rough was the road, as if untrod before) 
Till from the cafement of a low-roof 'd cot 

Wifdom percciv'd them, and unbarr'd her door. 

XVIII. 
Wifdom, ((he knew of Fortune but the name) 

Gave to their queftions a ferene reply : 
" Hither, ((he faid) if e'er that Goddefs came, 
" I faw her not — (he pafs'd unnotic'd by. 
XIX. 
«' Abroad with Contemplation oft I roam, 
•« And leave to Poverty my humble cell ; 
" She's my domeftic, never ftirs from home, 
" If Fortune has been here, 'tis (he can tell. 
XX. 
*« The matron eyes us from yon mantling (hade, 

" And fee her fober footfteps this way bent 1 
*' Mark by her fide a little rofc-lipp'd maid, 
" 'Tis my young daughter, and her name's Content.'* 

As 
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XXI. 
As Poverty advanc'd with lenient grace, 

** Fortune ((he cry'd) hath never yet been here : 
*< But Hope, a gentle neighbour of this place, 

*• Tdls me, her highncfs may, in time, appear. 

XXII. 
*« Felicity, no doubt, adorns their lot, 

" On whom her golden bounty beams divine ! 
*«. Yet tho' Ihe never reach our ruftic cot, 

«* Patience will vifit us^— we fha'n't repine:" 

XXIII. 
After a vaft (but unavailing) round. 

The meifengers returning in defpair. 
On an high hill a fairy manfion found. 

And hop'd the Goddefs, Four u n s, might be there. 
XXIV. 
The dome, fo glitt'ring, it amaz'd the fight, 
('Twas adamant, with gems encrufted o'er) 
Nad not a cafement to admit the light. 
Nor could Jove's deputies defcry the door. 
XXV. 
But eager to conclude a tedious chace. 

And anxious to return from whence they came. 
Thrice they invok'd the Genius of the place. 
Thrice utter'd, awfully, Jove's facred name. 
XXVI. 
As Echo from the hill announc'd high Jove, 

Illufion and her fairy dome withdrew : 
{Like the light mifts by early funbeams drove) 
And Fo&i UNE ftood reveal 'd to public view. 

Oft 
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XXVII. . 
Oft for that happinefs high courts deny*d. 

To this receptacle dame Fortune ran: 
When harrafs'd, it was here (he us'd to hide. 

From the wild fuits of difcontented Man. 
XXVIII. 
Proftrate, the delegates their charge declare, 

(Happy the courtier that falutes her feet !) 
Fortune receiv'd them with a flatt'ring air. 

And join'd them 'till they reach'd Jove's judgment 

feat. 

XXIX. 

Men of all ranks at that illuftrious place 

Were gathered ; tho' from diff'rent motives keen : . 
Many — to fee dame Fortune's radiant face. 

Many — by radiant Fortune to be feen. 
XXX. 
Jove fmil'd, as on a fav'rite he efteems. 

He gave her, near hi^own, a golden feat : 
Fair Fortune's an adventurer, it feems. 

The deities themfelves are glad to greet. 
XXXI. 
" Daughter, (fays Jupiter) you're fore acgus'dl 

" Clamour incefTaatly reviles your name ! 
'* If by the rancour of that wretch abus'd, 

" Be confident, and vindicate your famfe. 
XXXII. 
" Tho' pefter'd daily with complaints from Man, 

" Through this conviftion I record them not— 
" Let my kind providence do all it can, 

•• None of that fpccies ever lik'd his lot. 

" But 
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XXXIII. 
<* But the poor quadrupede that now appeals 1 

•* Can wanton cruelty the weak purfucl 
** Large is the catalogue of woes he feels, 

** And all bis wretchednefs he lays to you." 
XXXIV- 
*« Aflc him, high J u p i t e r— ( reply 'd the dame) 

*< In what he has excell'd his long-ear'd clafs ? 
" Is Fortune (a divinity) to blame 

" That Ihe defcends not to regard ^an Afs V 

XXXV. 
Fame cnter'd in her rolls the fage reply ; 

The dame^ defendant, was difcharg'd with grace ! 
«• Go — (to the plaintiff, faid the Sire) and try 

«• By merit to furmount your low-bom race. 
XXXVI. 
** Learn from the Lion to be juft and brave, 

** Take from the Elephant inftruftion wife ; 
*« With gracious breeding liMl the Horfe behave, 

*« Nor the fagacity of Hounds defpife. 
XXXVII. 
•« Thefe nfeful qualities with care imbibe, 

•* For which fome quadrupedes are jultly priz'd : 
•« Attain thofe talents that adorn each tribe, 

«• And you'll no longer be a wretch dcfpis'd.'* 



A MAN 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



t »09 I 
AMANtomyMINIX 

{^ROTB AT THE iEqi/EST OF A LADY.J 
I. 

SINCE wedlock's in vogue, and ftalc virgins 
defpis'd. 
To all batchelors greeting, thefe lines are premised ; 
I'm a maid that would marry, but where (hall I find 
(I wi0i not for fortune) a man to my mind ? 

II, 
Not the fair-weather fop, fond of faihion and lace ; 
Not the '{quire, that can wake to no joys but thechace; 
Not the free- thinking rake, whom no morals can bind : 
Neither this — that — ^nor t'other's the man to my mind* 

III. 
Not the ruby-fac'd fot, that topes world without end ; 
Not the drone, who can't relifti his bottle and friend ; 
Not the fool, that's too fond; nor the churl that'* 

unkind : 
Neither this — that — nor t'other's the man to my mind- 

IV. 
Not the wretch with full bags, without bleeding or 

merit ; 
Not the Fla(h, that's all fury without any fpirit > 

Not 
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Not the fine mafter Fribble, the fcom of mankind : 
Neither this— ^hat-^nor t'other's the man to my mind. 

V. 
But the youth in whom merit and fenle may confpire. 
Whom the brave mufl eileem, and the fair fliould 

admire; 
In whofe heart love and truth are with honour combin'd: 
This — this— -and no other's the man to my mind* 



WITH A 

PRESENT. 

I. 

LE T not the hand of Amity" be nice ! 
Nor the poor tribute from the heart difclaim ; 
A trifle fhall become a pledge of price. 
If friendfhip ilamps it with her facred name. 

II. 
Tlie little rofe that laughs upon its ilem. 

One of the fwcets with which the gardens teern^ 
In value foafs above an eaftern gem. 

If tender'd as the token of efteem. 

III. 
Had I vaft hoards of mafly wealth to fend. 

Such as your merits might demand-^their duet 
Then fliould the golden tribute of your friend 
Rival the treafurcs of the rich Peru. 

FANCY: 
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F A N C Y : 

A SONG IN A Pantomims £nt srtaxm mim t« 

L 

FANCY leads the fettered fenfea 
Captives to her fond controul ^ 
Merit may have rich pretences, 
£ut 'tis Fancy fires the foul. 

II. 
Far heyond the bounds of meaning. 

Fancy flies, a fairy Queen I 
Fancy, wit and worth difdaining. 

Gives the prize to Harle qui N» 

III. 
If the virgin's falfe, forgive her. 

Fancy was your only foe : 
Cupid claims the dart and quiver, 

£u; 'tis Fancy twangs the bow. 



LOVE 
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LOVE AND CHASTITY: 
A CANTATA. 



RECITATIVE. 

FROM the high mount *» whence facrtd groves 
depend, 
Diana and her virgin troop defcend ; 
And while the buikm'd maids with adive care. 
The bufmefs of the daily chace prepare, 
A favourite nymph fteps forward from the throng. 
And thus, exulting, fwells the jovial fong. 

A I R. 

Jolly Health fprings aloft at the loud founding 
horn, 

Unlock'd from foft slumber's embrace; 
And Joy fmgs an hymn to falute the fweet mom. 

That fmiles on the nymphs of the chace : 
The rage of fell Cupid no bofom prophanes. 

No rancour difturbs our delight, 
AU the day with frefh vigour wc fweep o'er the 
plains. 

And fleep with contentment all night. 

* Mount La T MO St 

. R E C I T. 
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» E C I T. 

Their clamour rous'd the flighted God of Love: 
He flies, indignant, to the facrcd grove : 
Immortal myrtles wreath his golden hair, 1 

His rofy wings perfume the wanton air ; I 

Two quivers fill'd with darts his fell dcfigns dedaie. J 
A crimfon blufli o'erfpread Diana's face, ^ 

A frown fucceeds — She flops the fpringing chacc, I 
And thus, forbids the boy the confccratcd place. J 

Fond difturber of the heart. 
From thefe facred fliades depart : 
Here's a blooming troop difdains 
Love, and his fantaflic chains. 
Sifters of the filver bow. 
Pure and chafte as virgin fnbw. 
Melt not at thy feeble fires. 
Wanton God of wild defircs I 

It B c I T. 

Rage and revenge divide Love's little brcaft, 
Whilft thus the angiy Goddefs he addieft : 

A I a. 

Virgin fnow docs oft remain 
Long unmelted on the plain, 
•Till the glorious God of day 
Smiles, and waftes iu pride away. 
Vol. LXIX. . I y^t 
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What is Sol's xneridisui fire 
To the darts of ftrojog dcfirc I 
liOve can light a ntgijig flame 
Hotter than his noontide beam. 

K B C I T. 

Now, throogh the foreft's brown eml?pwcrM w^ys, 
^yith carelefs fteps the young Endymion ftrays : 
I^is form creftl— loofe flows his Iqvcly hair. 
His glowing cheeks like youthful Rebels fair I 
His graceful limbs with eafe and vigour move. 
His eyes— his ev'ry feature formed for love : 
Around the lift'ning woods attentive hung, 
Whilft thus,, invdking fleep, the (hepherd fung t 



.Where the pebbled ftreamlet glides 

Near the wood nymph's ruftic grot> 
If the God of Sleep refides^ 

Or in Pan's foquefter'd cot ": 
Hither if he'll lightly tread, 

FoUow'd by a gentle dream. 
Well enjoy tliis graffy bed. 

On the bank befide the ftreanu 

R » C I T. 

As on the painted turf the (hepkerd lies^ 
Sleep's downy curtain fhadfcs his lovely eyes ; 
And now a fporting breeze his bofom (hews. 
As marble fmooth, and wh^te as Alpine ka^ws : 



The 
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The Goddefs gaz'd, in magic foftnefs bound ; 

Her filver bow falls ofelefs to the ground ! 

Love |aagh'Yl> and» fare of c(nique0;» wing'd a dfurt 

Unerring, to her undefended heart. 

She feels in ev'ry vein the fatal fixe. 

And thus periuades her virgins to retire : 



I. 
Ye fender maids be timely wife I 

Love's wanton fury (hun ! 
In flight alone your fafety lies» 

The daring are undone ! 

u. 

Do blue-ey'd doves, ferenely mild« 
With vultures, fell, engage f 

Do lambs provoke the lion wild« 
Or tempt the tyger's rage I 

III. 
No, no, like fawns, ye virgins fly. 

To fecret cells remove ; 
Nor dare the doubtful combat try 

'Twixt Chastity and Love, 



I 2 AMPHI. 
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AMPHITRION. 

KBCITATIVE. 

AMphit&ion and his bride, a godlike pair! 
He brave as Mars^ azKl (he as Venus fair ; 
On thrones of gold in purple triumph plac'd» 
With matchlefs fplendour held the nuptial feail : 
Whilft the high roof with loud applaufes rang. 
Enraptur'd* thus, the happy htxo fung : 

A I K. 

Was mighty Jove defcending* 

In all his wrath divine, 
Enrag'd at my pretending 

To call this charmer mine : 
His (hafts of bolted thunder 

With boldncfsTd deride; 
Not Heav'n itfclf can funder 

The hearts that love has ty'd. 

REGIT. 

TJie Thunderer heard, — ^he look'd with ycngcs:^ 
down, 
'Till beauty's glance difarm'd his awful frown. 
The magic impulfe of Alcmena's eyes 
Compeird the conquer'd God to quit his Ikies ; 
He feign'd the hu(band's form, po(refs'd her chariost 
And punilh'd his prefumption in her arms. 

A I 
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A I R, 

He dderves fublimeft pleafure. 

Who reveals it not^ when won : 
Beauty's like the mifer's treafure ; 

Boaft it — ^and the fool's undone ! 

Learn by this, unguarded lover. 

When your fccret fighs prevail. 
Not to let your tongue difcover 

Raptures that you (hould conceal. 



ANACREON. 

ODE XIX. Imitated. 

OL D Earth, when in a tipling vein. 
Drinks torrents of ambrofial rain. 
Which the tall trees, by heat oppreft. 
Drink froni her kind maternal breaft : 

Left angry Ocean ihould be dry. 
The river Gods their ftores fupply : 
The Monarch of the glowing day 
Drinks large potations from the fea : 

And the pale Emprefs of the night 
Drinks from his orb propitious light : 
All — all things drink— 'abftemious fage ! 
Why fliould not we our thirft aifuage ? 

I 3 NEW. 
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NEWCASTLE BE E R« 

I. 

WHEN Fasu^ brooght the qcvks o£ G^at- 
Britain's fuccefs. 
And told at Olympus each Gallic defeat ; 
Glad Mars fen^ by Meicniy orders exprefs^ 
To fammon the Deities all to a treat : 
Blithe Comus was plac'd 
To guide the gay feaft» 
And freely declar'd there' was choice of^good*cheer ; 
Yet vow'd to his thinking. 
For exquifite drinking. 
Their Neftar was nothing to Ncwcaftlc Beer. 

II. 
The great God of war» to encourage the fun. 
And humour the, tafte of his whimfical gudl. 
Sent a meifage that moment to Moor's * for a tun 
Of Stingo, theftouteft, the brightcft, and.beft: 
No Gods— they all fwore, 
Regal'd fo before. 
With liquor fo lively, fo potent, and deai; : 
And each deified fellow 
Got jovially mellow. 
In honour, brave boys, of our Newcaftle Beer. 

* Moor>a at tfa« figa of theSniij Kew^aftle* 

Apollo 
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rir. 
Apollo perceiving his talents i^fine. 

Repents he drank Helicon water' fo lon^ r 
He bow'd, being aflcf d by the naufical Nin^, 
And gave the gay board an e^ftempot^ foxig : 
Bur eiie He began. 
He tofs'd off his cann : 
There's nought like good liquor the fancy to clear : 
Thtfri fang with' great merit. 
The flavour and' fpiriV, 
His Godftiiphid found' in oiir NcwcaWe Beer. 

IV. 
'Twas Stingo like this made Alcides fo bold. 

It brac'd up his nerves, and enliven'd his pow'rs ; 
And his myftical club, that did wonders of old. 
Was nothing, my lads, but fuch liquor as ours# 
The horrible crew 
That Hercules flew. 
Were Poverty— Calumny— Trouble— and Fear : 
Such a club would you borrow. 
To drive away forrow. 
Apply for a Jorum of Newcaftle Beer. 

V. 

Ye youngfters, fo diffident, languid and pale. 
Whom love, like the cholic, fo rudely infers ; 

Take a cordial of this, 'twill probatum prevail. 
And drive the cur Cupid away from your breafts : 
1 4 Pvdl 
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Doll whining defpife« 

Grow rofy and wife» 
Nor longer the jeft of good fellows appear; 

Bid adieu to your folly* 

Get dmnk and he jolly» 
And finoke o'er,a tankard of Newcaftk Beer. 

VI. 
Te fanciful folk, for whom phyfic prefcribes. 

Whom bolus and potion have hazafs'd to death ! 
Ye wretches* whom law imd her ill-looking tribes. 
Have hunted about 'till you're quite out of breath I 
Here's (hdter and eMe» 
No craving for fees. 
No dangcr,-rno doAor,— no bailiff is near! 
Your fpirits this raifcs. 
It cures your difcafes. 
There's freedom and health in our Newcaftk Beer. 



TBI 
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T H S 

• T O A S T : 

A CATCH, 

GIVE THE TOAST— my good fellow, be jovial 
and gay. 
And let the briik moments pafs jocund away ! 
Here's the King — take your bumpers, my brave 

Britifh fouls. 
Who guards your fair freedom fhould crown your full 

bowls. 
Let him live — long and happy, fee Lewis brought 

down. 
And tafte all the comforts, no cares of a crown. 

A 

THREE-PART CATCH. 

5 THIS IN VIEW — (the rich blcffing kind nature 

A beftow'd. 

To conquer our forrows, or lighten the load) 
A FULL Flask ! — the rich nedlar this bottle contains 
In a flood of frefh rapture (hall roll through our veini.^ 
Let IT BLEED — ^and caroufing this liquor divine. 
Sing an hymn to the God that firft cultur'd the vine. 

. O N 
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O K 

SIR W B T'« 

BIRTH- DAY. 

DOE S true felicity on grandeur wait ? 
Delights ihe in tfacpageantiy of* (hew ? 
Say» can the glitt'ring gew-gaws of the great 
An hour of inborn. happinefs beftow ? 

He that is juft, benevolent, humane, . 

In confcious reditude fupremely bleft. 
O'er the glad hearts of multitudes (hall reigti, 

Tho' the gay ftar ne'er blaz'd upon his breaft. 

Ye happy children of th© hoary Northi 

Hail the glad day that faw your patron bom ; 

Whofe private virtues, and whofe public worth. 
Might the rich feats of Royalty adorn. 



STANZAS 
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Spoken at a Play at the Theatre in Sanderland> for die 
Benefit of the Corsicans. 



WH O can behold with an unpitying eye 
The glorious few (with patriotic fire) 
Diftreft — invaded — ^and refolv'd to die. 

Or. keep thdr independant rights entire ? 
Shackled themielves, the iervile Gaals would bind» 
In their ignoble fetters^ half mankinds 

II, 
The gentle homage that, to-night, you've paid 

To Freedom, and her ever facred laws. 
The humble offering at her altar made. 

Prove that your hearts beat nobly in her caufe. 
All-gracious Freedom, O vouchfafe to fmile. 
Thro' future ages, on this favourite ifle ! 

III. 
Far may the boughs of Liberty expand^ 

For ever cultur'd by the Brave and Free ! 
For ever blafted be that impious hand. 

That lops one branch from this illuftrious tree ! 
Britons ! — 'tis yours to make her verdure thrive. 
And keep the roots of Liberty alive* 

O, may 
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IV. 
O, may her rich* her ripening fruits of gold, 

Britjinnia ! bloom perpetually for thee ! 
May you ne'er want a Dragon, as we're told 

Defended, once, the fam'd Hefperian tree ! 
A Dragon fix'd, for your imperial fake. 
With anxious eyes, eternally awake. 



THE 

R E S P I T E : 

A PASTORAL. 

I. 

A H, what is't to me that the Gralhoppcr (ings ! , 
•^ -^ Or what, that the meadows are fair ! 
That (like little flow 'rets, if mounted on wings) 

The Butterflies flaunt it in air ! 
Ye birds, I'll no longer attend to a lay ; 

Your haunts in the foreft refign ! 
Shall you, with your true loves, be happy all day, 

Whilft I am divided from mine ? 

II. 

Where woodbines and willows inclined to unite. 

We twifted a blooming alcove ; 
And oft has my Damon, with fmilc^ of delight. 

Declared it the Mantle of Love. 

The 
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The rofcs that crept to our mutual recefs. 

And refted among the fweet boughs^ 
Are faded — ^they droop— and they cannot do lefs. 

For Damon is falfe to his tows. 

III. 
This oak has for ages the temped: defy'd^ 

We call it — the King of the grove ; 
He fwore, a light breeze fhould its centre divide. 

When he was not true to his love : 
Come, come, gentle zephyr, in juftice defcend. 

His falfehood you're bound to difplay ; 
This oak and its honours you'll eafily rend. 

For Damon has left me a day. 

IV. 

The ihepherd rulh'd forth from behind the thick tree, 

Prepar'd to make Phillida bleft. 
And clafping the maid, from an heart full of glee. 

The caufe of his abfence confeft : 
High raptures, 'twas told him by mailers in love. 

Too often repeated, would cloy ; 

And Respites ^he found were the means to 

improve. 

And lengthen the moments of joy. 



4^ » 
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AN IKKfGVLAK 
ODE OK MUSIC. 



C£ ASEy gentle founds^ nor kill me quite^ 
With fuch cxcefs of fwect delight I 
Each trembling note invades my heart. 
And thrills through ev'ry vital part;. 
A foft — a pleafing pain 
Purfucs my heated blood thro' cv'ry vein ; 
What — ^what does the enchantment mean ? 
Ah I give the charming magic o'er. 
My beating heart can bear no more. 

lU 

Now wild with fierce defire. 
My breaft is all on fire ! 

In foften'd raptures, now, I die ! 
Can empty found fuch joys impart I 
Can mufic thus transport the heart. 

With melting extafy I 
O art divine ! exalted blefiing ! 
Each celeflial charm exprefilng ! 

Kindeft gift the Gods beflow I 

Swceteft good that mortals know f 



} 



When 
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III. 
When icited in a verdant ihade 
(Like tuneful Thydk) Orpheos piajr'd; 

The diRaat trees foifake the wood^ 

The lift'ning beads ncgleft their food. 
To hear the heav'nly found ; 

The Diyads leave the mountains. 

The Naiades quit the fountains. 
And in a fprighdy chorus dance around. 

IV. 
To raife the (lately walk of ancient Troy, 
Sweet Phoebus did his tuneful harp employ ; 

See what foft harmony can do ! 
^ The moving rocks the found purfue, 

'Till in a large collefted mafs they grew : 
Had Thyrfis liv'd in thefe remoter days, • 
His were the chaplet of immortal bays 1 

Apollo's harp unknown ! 
The (hepherd had remain'd of fong 
The Deity alone* 



FROM A 

TRUANT TO HIS FRIENDS. 

^'T' I S not in cells, or a fequefter'd cot, 

-*- The mind and morak properly expand j 

Jjit youth ftep forward to a bufier fpot. 

Led by Difcretion's cool, conducing hand. 

To 
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To learn fome leiTons from the fchools of man, 
(Forgive me!) I forfook my darling home i 

Not from a lig^t, an undigefted plan» 
Nor from a youthful appetite to roam* 

In your affections — (let refentment fly !) 
Reftore me to my long-accuJIom'd place; 

Receive me with a kind, forgiving eye. 
And preis me in the parent's fond embrace. 



TO THE 

AUTHOR op POEMS. 

Written by NOBODY*. 

A DVANCE to Fame— advance reveal'd! 
•^A. Let confcious worth be bold : 
Why have you lain fo long concealed. 
And hid Peruvian gold ? 

Dan Phoebus did with joy difcem 

Your Genius brought to light : 
And many a Somebody (hould learn. 

From Nobody to write. 

• J. Robertfon, an Aaor (wlongmg to tli« York Company. 

A BIRTH- 
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B I R T H-D AY ODE: 



rBRFORMBD AT TH E C A t T L B OP DUBLIN* 



RECITATIVE. 

HA R K — ^how the foul of mufic reigns. 
As when the firlt great birth of natoze ljpning« 
YHncn chaos barft his maffy chains, 
'Twas thus the Cherubs fung: 

AIR. 

Hail — hail, from this aufpicious mom i^ . 

Shall Britilh glories rife i 
Now are the mighty treafures bom. 
That ihail Britannia's fame adorn. 

And lift her to the Ikies. 

R B c I T. 

Let George's mighty banners fpread. 

His lofty clarions rpar ; 
'Till warlike echo fills with dread 

The hoftile Gallic (horc. 

VOL.LXIX. K AIR. 
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AIR. 

Mark— -how his name with terror fills ! 
The magic found rebellion kills. 
And brightens all the northern hills. 

Where pallid treafons dwell ; 
The jnonfter flball no more arife, . 
Upon the ground fhe panting lies 1 
Beneath his William's foot (he dies, 

And p«^, ftie /inks to hell. 

REGIT. 

Hade — let lerne's li^rp be newly ftrung. 
And after mighty George be William fung. 

AIR. 

Talk no more of^Grecian glory, 

William ftands tke fitft . in -ftory : 
He, with Britifli ardour glows ! 

See— the pride of GSliia fading I 

See — the youthfol warrior leadiiiig 
Britons, vengeful, to their foes ! 

R B C I T. 

Fair is the olive branch Hibecnia boafis. 
Nor (hall the din of war diilurb her coafls ; 
Wliile Stanhope fmile^j her fons are bleft. 
In native loyalty confeft ! 

A I R. 

See— O fee, thrice happy rfle"! 

See what gracious George bcftow'd ; 
. : : V Twice 
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Twice ♦ have you feen a S^nhope fmile, 
Thefe are gifts bscofofi 9 God I 

How the gratefjal ifland glo\jrs ! 

Stanhope'^ name fliall be revej:'4 ; 
Whilft by fubjefts, and by foes, 

Sacied George is lov'd and fe{ir'd# 

c H 9 « V s^ 
Like Perfians to |he j^\i\g fun« 

Refpedful homage pay j 
At George's birth our joy^ begun : 

Salute the gloriptts day I 



T H ^ 

BROKEN CHIN 4, 

I. 

SO O N as the fun began to peep. 
And gild the morning ikies. 
Young Chloe from difprdcr'd fleep 
Unveil'd her radiant eyes* 

II. 
A guardian Sylph, t^e wanton fprint 

That waited on her ftiH, 
Had teiz'd }kx aij the^iedious mght 

With viiionary ill. 

• EarlofChcfterfieW, and Earl of HaiTi»gton> both focceffirc- 
ly Lords Lieutenants of Ireland* 

K a Some 
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in. 

Some (hock of fate is furely nigti^ 

Exdaim'd the tim'rous maid s 
What do thefe horrid dreama imply! 

My Cupid can't be dead ! 
IV. 
She call'd her Cupid by his name. 

In dread of fomc mifhap ; 
Wagging his tail, her Cupid came. 

And jump'd into her lap. 
V. 
And now the beft of brittle ware. 

Her fumptuous table grac'd s 
The gentle emblems of the fair. 

In beauteous order plac'd ! 
VI. 
The kfcttle boil'd, and all prepared 

To give the morning treat. 
When Dick, the country beau appear'd. 

And bowing, took his feat* 
VII. 
Well— chatting on, of that and this. 

The maid revers'd her cup ; 
And tempted by the forfeit kifs. 

The bumpkin tum'd it np. 
VIII. 
With tranfport he demands the prize ; 

Right fairly it was won ! 
With many a frown the fair denies : 

Fond baits to draw him on ! 

A man 
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IX. 

A man maft prove himfelf polite> 

In fuch a cafe as this ; 
So Richard ftriv9s with all his might . 
. To force the forfeit kifs. 

X. 

But as he ftrove-— Q dire to tell J 

(And yet with grief I muft) 
The taUe turn'd— the china fell, 

A heap of painted duft ! 

XI. r . 

O fatal purport of my dream I ' 

The fair afflifted, cry'd, 
Occafion'd (I confefs my fhame) 

By childifhnefs and pride ! 

XII; 
For in a kifi, or two, or three. 

No mifchief could be found ! 
Then had I been more frank and free. 

My china had been found. 



K c TO 
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TO MIU 



I. 

YE S, Cohn, 'di granted^ you flnttef in late, 
Yoa whifper and daticc with the fait ; 
But Merit advances; 'tis yonts to give place; 
Stand o£F, and at diftan(*e fttvete : 

Nor teize the fweet maid with yonr jargon of chat^ 

By her fide at you faiinter alohg ; 
Your tafte — ^your complexion— your thi^-^'^'aiid your 
that» 

Nor lifp out the end of your fohg. 

a. 

For folly and fafhion you barter good fenfe« 

(If fenfe ever fell to your (hare) 
'Tis enough you could pert petit maitre commence. 

Laugh — ^loiter — and lie with an air. 

No end you can anfwer, afiedlions you've noae. 

Made only for prattle and play ; 
Like a butterfly, bafk'd for a while in the fun. 

You'll die undiftinguifti'd away. 



O K 
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ONTHBLATB 

ABSENCE OP MAY. 

(WRItTEN IN THE TEAR I77I.) 
I. 

TH E rooks in the neighbouring grove 
For ihelter cry all the long day ; 
Their huts in the branches above 
Arc cover'd no longer by May : 

The birds« that fo chearfuUy Tung, 

Are filent, or plaintive each tone ! 
And, as they chirp, low, to their young. 

The want of their Goddefi bemoan* 

IL 
No daifies, on carpets of green, 

Q'er Nature's eold bolbm are fpread! 
Not a fweet-brkr fprig can be feen. 

To finilh this wreath for my head : 

Some fiow'iets, indeed may be found. 

But thefe neither blooming nor gay; 
Thefidreft ftill fleep in the ground. 

And wait for the coming of May, 

K 4. Decem- 
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IIL 
Dbcbmb£&» perhaps^ hasparlom'd 

Herricb^ tho' fantaftical geer; 
^th envy the Months may hare join'd» 

And joiUed her out of the Year : 

Some ihepherda» 'tis true« may lepine^ 
To fee their loy'd gardens undreft^ 

But I— whilft my Phi LL I da's mine» 
Shall always have Mat in my breaft. 



A N 

EULOGIUMoN MASONRY. 

SPOKE BY MB. DXCOS, AT BDINBUBGH. 

SAY, can the garter, or the ftar of ftate. 
That on the vain, or on the vicious wait. 
Such emblems, with fuch emphafis impart. 
As an infignium near the Mafon's heart ? 

Hail facred Masonbt, of fource divine. 
Unerring roifirefs of the faultlefs line, 
Whofe plumb of Truth, with never-failing fway» 
Makes the join'd parts of Symmetry obey I 

HaU 
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Hail to the Craft* at whofe ferene command 
The gentle Arts in glad obedience ftand ; 
Whofe magic flroke bids fell confuiion ceafe. 
And to the finiih*d Orders yield its place ; 
Who calls Creation from the womb of earth* 
And gives imperial cities glorious birth. 

To works of art her merit's not confin'd* 
She regulates the morals* fquares the mind ; 
Corre^ with care the tempeft-working foul» 
And points the tide of paffions where to roll ; 
On Virtue's tablets marks each facred rule. 
And forms her Lodge an univeHal fchdol ; 
Where nature's myftic laws unfolded ftand* 
And Senfe and Science* join'd* go hand in hand. 

O ! may her fecial rules inftruftivc fpread* 
*Till Truth ereft her long-ncgleaed head ; 
*Till, through deceitful Night (he dart her ray. 
And beam* full glorious* in the bhze of Day ! 
'Till man by virtuous maxims learn to move ; 
'Till all the peopled world her laws approve* 
And the whole human race be bound in Brother's 
Love. 



1 
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A 

PROLOGUE, 

SPOKE AT THE OPENING OF THE THEATR2 AT 
YORK, AFTER IT WAS ELEGANTLY ENLA&CEO* 

ON C £ on a time his earthty rounds patrolHtig, 
(Your beadicn gods were alwa^rs fond of 
ftrolliag) 
Jove rambled near the cot of kind FhUemon, 
When night, attended by a tempeft, came on ; 
And as the rain fell pattering, belter fkelter. 
The deity implor'd the hind for Ihelter. 

Philemon plac'd his godfliip clofc befidc him. 
While goody Bancis made the fire that dry'd hi« ; 
\^ith more bcfictolence than one that's richer. 
He fpread the board, he ffll'd the friendly jatchcf ; 
And, fond to give his gueft a meal of pleafwre. 
Sung a rough fong, in his rude country meafure. 

Jove was fo pleas'd with thefe good-natur'd fallies, 
Philemon's cot he conjur'd to a palace. 

Tafte, like great Jupiter, came here to try us, 
(Oft from the boxes wc percciv'd her fpy us) 

Whether 
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WhWlftr fhe HkM us and our wafra endeavourt. 
Whether fhc found that We dderv'd h€r favotirt* 
I know not : But 'tis certain (he comrtiandcd 
Our hunribfe theatre (hould be expanded. 

The orders Ihe pronounc'd were fcarcely ended. 
But, like Philemon's houfe^ the flage extended : 
And thus the friendly goddefs bids me greet ye ; 
'Tis in that circle [pointing to the boxes^ (he defigns to 

meet ye : 
Pedants would fix her refidence with heathens. 
But (he prefers old York to Rome or Athens, 



PROLOGUfi, 

SPOKE AT THE OPENING AN ELEGANT LITTLB 
THEATRE AT WHITBY. 

FROM Shakefpare— Johnfon— Congieve— Rowe— . 
and others — 
The laurel'd lift, the true PamafTian brothers! 
Hither we're fent, by their fupreme direftion. 
To court your favour, and to claim protcftion. 

Our 
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Our hopes are flattcr'd with the Fair's compliance; 
Beauty and Wit were always in alliance ! 
Their mutual fway reforms the rude creation. 
And Taste's determin'd by their approbation. 

The tragic Mufe prefcnts a (lately mirrour. 
Where Vice furveys her ugly form with terror : 
And as the fiend departs — abafh'd— ^difcarded— 
Imperial Virtue's with the palm rewarded. 
The comic glafs, from modern groupes colle6led. 
Shews fops and fools of every clafs— difledled : 
It marks the fair coquet's unfaithful dealings. 
And proves that haughty prudes may have their 

failings. 
For faults that flow from habit more than nature. 
We'll blend, with honeft mirth, fome wholefonie 

fatire. 

Now for our bark — the veflrel's tight and able! 
New built! — new rigg'd! — [Pointing to the /cents'] 

with canvas — maft — and cable ! 
Let her not fink, — or be unkindly ftranded. 
Before the moral freight be fairly landed ! 
For tho* with heart and hand we heave together, 
*Tis your kind plaudit muft command the weather : 
Nor halcion feas, — nor gentle gales attend us, 
*TilI this fair circle with their fmiles befriend us. 



A PRO. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



C i4t 3 

A 

PROLOGUE, 

ON OPENING THE THEATRE AT WHITBT THE 
ENSUING SEASON* 

O'ER the wild waves, unwilling more to roam. 
And by hi* kind affeftions call'd for home ; 
When the bold youth that ev'ry climate tries 
*Twixt the blue bofoms— 'Twixt the feas and Ikies—* 
When he beholds his native Albion hear. 
And the glad gale gives wings to his career. 
What glowing cxufies, by Fancy dreft. 
What filial fentiments expand his bread 1 
In the full happinefs he forms on (hore. 
Doubts— dangers— <uid fatigues are felt no more. 

Such are the joys that in our bofoms bum ! 
Such the glad hopes that glow at our return ! 
With fuch warm ardours you behold us meet. 
To lay, once more, our labours at your feet. 

(Not without hopes your patronage will laft) 
Wel)end with gratitude for favours paft. 
That our light bark defy'd the rage of winter. 
Rode ev'ry gale— nor ftarted ev'n a fplinter; 



Wc 
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We bow to Beauty — ('twas thofe fmiles fecur'd her) 
And thank our patrons who fo kindly moor'd her. 
Still—ftill— extend your gentle cares to fave her« 
That fhc may anchor long !n Whitby's — ^favour. 



PROLOGUE, 

SPOKE IH THX CHARACTER OP A SAILOR^ Ofi 
OFBJTING THE KEW THEATRE AT NORTH- 
SHIELDS. 

HOLLO ! ray mafters^ where d'ye mean to ftow us? 
We're come to fee what p^ftime ye can ft^w as ; 
Sal, ftep aloft— you ihan't be long without me, 
I'll walk their quarter deck and look about me. 

[EnUrt. 

Tom and Dick Tdpfail are above*— I hear 'em. 
Tell *em to keep a birth, and Sal — fit near 'em : 
Sal's a fmart lafs — I'd hold a but of ftingo 
In three weeks' time (he'd learn the playhoufe Kngo: 
She loves your plays, fhe underflands their meaning. 
She calls 'em— Moral Rules made entertaining: 
Your Shakefpeare books, (he knpws 'em to a tittle; 
And I, rayfelf (at fea) have read— a little. 

At 
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At London, Sirs, when Sal and I were courting, 
I tow'd her ev'ry night a playhoufe fporting: 
Mafs! I could like 'em and their whole 'Paratus, 
But for their fidlers and their damn'd Sonatas ; 
Give me the merry fons of guts and rofin. 
That play: God fave the King, and Nanpy Dawfon. 

[Looking abouU 

Wel l t hy the frigate's not fo much bedoyaen'd> 

*Tis foug «ioug^l— ^'Tis clever for the fizc on't : 
And they can treat with all that's worth regarding 
On board the Drury-lane or Common-Garden. 

[Bell rings, 
Avaft ! — A fignal for the launch, I fancy : 
♦ What fay you Sam, and Dick, and Doll, and Nancy, 
Since they have trimm'd the pleafure -barge fo tightly, 
Shanft you, and I, and Sal, come fee them nightly ! 
The jolly crew will do theij bed endeavours, 
TheyHl grudge no labour to deferve your favours. 
A luckier fate they fwear can ne'er behap 'em 
Than to tvehold you pleas'dj and hear you— clap 'em. 

• To the Gallery. 



A N 
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A K 

EPILOGUE. 

jrOKB AT NORWICH^ IN THE CHARACTER. OP 
MRS. DEBORAH WOODCOCK, IN LOVE IN A 
VILLAOB* 

AFTER the dangers of a long probation. 
When Sybil like, ihe's fkill'd in penetration ; 
When fhe has conquered each unruly paffion. 
And rides above the rocks that others daih on ; 
When deeply mellow'd with referve and rigour ; 
When decent gravity adorns her figure. 
Why an old maid, I wilh the wife would tell us. 
Should be the ftanding jeft of flirts and fellows! 

In maxims fage! in eloquence how clever! 
Without a fubjeft (he can talk — for ever I 
Rich in old faws, can bring a fentence pat in. 
And quote upon occafion, lawyer's latin. 

Set up that toaft, that culprit, nobus corum, 
*Tis done — and (he's demolilh'd in turrorum. 

If an old maid's a dragonefs on duty. 
To ^uard the golden fruit of rip'ning beauty ; 

'Tis 
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*Tis right, for fear the giddy fex (hould wandefj 
To keep them in xeftraint by decent ilander. 
When flips are made, 'tis eafy fare to find 'em | 
We can deteA before the fair defign'd them« 

As for the men, whofe fatire oft hath flung ti8» 
Many there are that may be rank'd among ut. 
Law, with long fuits and bufy mifchiefs laden. 
In rancoar far exceeds the ancient maiden. 
'Tis andeny'd, and the afTertion's common. 
That modern Physic is a mere old woman. 
The puny fop that fimpers o'er his tea diih. 
And cries — indeed — MifsDeb'rah's-— quiteold maidifl}! 
Of doubtful fex, of undetermin'd nature. 
In all refpeds is but a virgin cretur. 

Jefting apart, and moral truths adjufting! 
There's nothing in the flate itfelf difguiUng ; 
Old maids, as well as mattons bound in marriage^ 
Are valu'd from propriety of carriage : 
If gentle fenfe, if fweet difcretion guide 'em. 
It matters not tho' coxcombs may deride 'em ; 
And virtue's virtue, be ihe maid or wedded, 
A certain truth I fay-*— ^Deb'xah Woodcock faid it* 



Vol. LXIX. L A PRO- 
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PROLOGUE, 
To THB MUSE OP OSSIAN. 

A LITTLE rtBCB ADAPTSD TO TUB STAG»» BY 
O. B* BASBRf f AOM THB CBLB8&ATBD POBM Of 
OSSIANj THB fON OF PIKGAL* 

»• 

TPO form a ^ti^ work of nerroos merit, 
'^ To give the timpy Hage a nobler ^rit } 
To touch s^ facred mufe* and not defile Her, 
This was the plan proposed by oar compiler. 

Tho* CBOtioA told him— >the piefiunption's glaring ! 
Dauntlefs, he ciy'd, «« It is but noblj dariag I 
Can we penilb a pathos more than Attic, 
Nor wi(h the golden meitfare ftamp'd dfamatic ! 
Here are no lineso^in meafur'd pace that trip it, 
Na modsrn fo c ac s f o Ufelcfe I ioinfipidi 
Wrought by a mufe^— (no facred fire debarr'd her) 
'Tis nervous ! noble ! 'tis true northern ardour ! 

'< Methinks I hear the Grecian bards exclaimii^, 
rrhe Grecian bards no longer worth the naming) 
In fong, the northern tribes fo far furpafs us. 
One of their Highland hills they'll call Parnaflus; 

And 
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And from tfw iacrefi mcmist deciKst Ihottld felld«% 
That Offion wan kiiBftif-*.i^ cnae. Apdfld/' 

Spite of thb flalh— this high poetic furf , 
He trembles for the verdiA of his jury : 
As ftoffi his text he ne'er ptefinnM to wMod^^ 
But gives the native Offian to yoisr candoat. 
To an impartial judgment we fabmit hinir 
Condemi»-^-off rather (if you can} acqosc him. 



A N 

EPILOCtrfi, 
To THB MUSE OP OSSIAN, 

IN fond romance let fancy reign creative ! 
Valour among the ndfthem hills it natiw ; 
The northern hills, 'tis prov'd by Oflian's ilojy. 
Gave early bktb to Caledonian glory ; 
Nor could the flormy clime^ witb all its cigour 
Repd, in love or war, the hero's vigour. 

When honour call'd, the youdi difdain'd to ponder. 
And as he fought, the fav'rite maid grew fonder. 
The brave, by beauty were rcjeftcd never. 
For girls are gracious when the lads are clcvet. 

Lz If 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



148 CUNNINGHAM'S POEMS. 

If the bold youth was in the field vindittve* 
The bard, at home, had ev'ry power defcriptive ; 
He fwell'd the facred fong, enhanc'd the ftoiy. 
And rais'dthe warrior to the flties of glory. 

That nordiem lads are ftill unconquer'd fellows. 
The foes of Britain to their coft can tell us ; 
The fway of northern beauty, if difputed. 
Look round, ye infidels, and (land confuted : 
And for your bards, the lettered world have known 'exn. 
They're fuch — The facied Ofiian can't difown 'enu 

To prove a partial judgment does not wrong you. 
And that your ufual candour reigns among you. 
Look with indulgence on this crude endeavour. 
And damp it with the fandtion of your favour. 



A ft 

EP I LO GU E, 

SPOKE IN THE CHARACTER OF LADY TOWNLBT, 
IN THE PROVOKED HUSBAND. 

AT lady—let m« recollcft— whofe night is't ? 
No matter— at a circle the politeft ; 
Tafte fummons all the fatire (he is able. 
And canvalles my condu^ to the table. 

« A 
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•* A wife reclaim'dy and by an hulband's rigonr ! 
A wife with all her appetites in vigour ! 
L.ard ! (he mud make a lamentable figare ! 

«• Where was her pride ! Of ev'ry fpatk divcftcd I 
To iDend, becaafe 9 prudish huf^and prefs'd It I 
"What ! to preier his dull domeftic quiet. 
To the dear fcenes of hur^cane and riQt! 
Parties difclaim'd, the happy rout rejeded ! 
Becaufe at ten (he's by her fpoufe expe^ed ! 
Oh hideous! how immenfely out of nature I 
Don't you, my dears^ defpife the fervile cireaturc f 

Prudence, altho' the company be good. 
Is often heard, and fometimes underftood, 
Suppofe, to juftify my reformation. 
She'd give the circle this concife oration. 

«• Ye giddy groupe of falhionable wives. 
That in continued riot w^e your lives ; 
Did ye but fee the demons that defpend. 
The cares convulfive that on cards attend; 
The midnight fpedres that furround your chain« 
(Rage reddens here — ^there Avarice defpairs) 
You'd rufh for ihelter where contentment lies. 
To the domeftic bleffings you defpife. 

*' Or if you've no regard to moral duty, 
('Tis trite but true)— Quadrille will murder beauty/* 

Tafte is abaih'd, (the culprit) I'm acquitted. 
They praife the character they lately pity'd ; 
They promife to reform — rclinquifli play. 
So break the ubks up at— break of day« 

L3 AN 
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I 

I 
I 

A K 

E P I L O G U E, 

SPOKE AT ^.DIITBURGH, tlf THE CHARACTER OF 
LADY PAKCIFUL. 

FANC Y, we're told, of parentage ItaBe, 
And FoHy, whofc original is OaHie, 
Set up to fale their vail mifiiapen daughter. 
And Britain^ -hy a large fiibfeription, bougfht her. 

The fertile foil grew fond of this exotic, 
And nurs'd her, till hpr pow'r became defpotic ; 
'Till ev'ry would-be beauty in the nation 
Did homage at the flirlne of Appbctatiok. 
But Common Senfe will certainly dethrone her. 
And (like the fair ones of this place) difown her. 
If (he attempts the dimpled fmile, delightful ! 
The dimpled fmile of Affcaation's frightful : 
Mark but her bagatelles, — her whine — ^her whimper— < 
Her loll — ^her lifp — her fauntcr, ftare — her fimper j 
All outres, a1{-«^o native charm about her. 
And llidicttlo would foon expire without her. 

Look for a grace, and Afle6bition hides it; 
If Beauty aims an arrow, (he mifguides k : 
So aukwardly (he mends unmeaning faces. 

To Infipidity (he gives grimaces. 

Withoat 
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Without her deta coquicifli arts to iki Vm« 
Fine ladies woaU be jnft ft8^-4»tttre inade >te« 
Such fenfible — fia ceie ekxnefHe creatartt^ 
The jeft of modcra bdles^ and feiit ftmitns* 

Safe with good ftnfe* this diok^ not in imfftt. 
But aB the foreign i^aQtom'fi^H^teie a ftnmger^ 
I gave her poctnst, that the fiddr laqr kaow ber* 
And if thqr meet* be icad^lo fosego ber ; 
For tmft me, ladaes* ihe*d dofona jroor fii^* - 
And with a fipgle glance deftrojr the grac^f 



A If 

EULOGIUM on CHARITY. 

t?OKB AT ALNWICK^ III ITOaTllUMIVItLAlTDf AT 
A CHARITABLB AnBPIT FLAT* I785« 

TO bid the raneoar of Bl-fortune cea&» 
To tell Anxiety-— I give thee peace. 
To quell Adverfity— or turn her darts. 
To ftamp Fraternity on gen'rous hearts : 
For thefe high motives — thefe illuftrious ends » 
Cekftial Charity to-night defcends. 

Soft are the graces that adorn the maid. 
Softer than dew-drops to the fun-burnt glade I 
She's gracious as an unpolluted ftream, 
And tender as a fond young lover's dream I 

L ♦ Pity 
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Pity anc^JPcace precede her as (he flie$» 
And Mercy beams benignant in her eyes ! 
From her high refidcnce, from realms above. 
She comes, fweet harbinger of heavenly love I 

^.Her fifter's charms are more than doably bright. 
From the Idnd caufe that call'd her here to-night. 
An artleft grace the confcions heart beftows ^ 

And on the generous cheek a tindbire glows, I 

More loydy dian the bloom that paints the vernal rofe. J 

The loffy p3rramid fliall ceafe to live ! 
Fleeting the praife fuch monuments can give ! 
But Charity, by tyrant time rever'd. 
Sweet Charity, amidft his ruins fpar'd. 
Secures her votaries unbiased fame. 
And ill. ccleftial annals faves their name. 

.. « Tk^ Ountefs of Northumberland, whp honouraa the 
charity with her. prcTeacc* # 



AN 
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A K 

EPILOGUE, 

DESIGNED TO BE SPOKE AT ALNWICK, ON RE- 
SIGNING THE FLAYUOUSB TO A PARTY D.R- 
TACHSD FROM THE EDINBURGH THEATRE. 



} 



TO Alnwick's lofty feat, a filvan fcenc ! 
To rifing hills from diftance doubly green. 
Go—fays the God of Wit, my ftandard bear, 
Thefe are the maniions of the great* and fair, 
'Tis my Olympus now, gofpread my banners there. 

Led by fond hope, the pointed path we trace. 
And thank'd our patron for the flowery place ; 
Here — ^we behold a gently Waving wood ! 
There — ^h'c can gaze upon a wand'ring flood ! 
The landfcape fmiles ! — the fields gay fragi^ance wear ! i 
Soft fcenes are all around — refrelhful air I > 

Slender repaft indeed, and but cameleon fare! J 

A troop, at certain times compell'd to (hift. 
And from their northern mountains turn'd adrift ; 
By tyrant managers a while coniign'd. 
To fatten on what forage they can find ; 

* The Earl tnd Couate6 of Northumberlaadi L«rd and Lady 
Warkwortb, Ac. 

Wth 
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With lawlefs force our liberty invades. 

And £dn would thrafl: us fron\ thefe fav'rite (hades ; 

But we (fince prejudice ereds her fcalc. 

And puffs and petty artifice prevail) 

To Wronger holds with cool difcretion run. 

And leave the conquerors to be — undone. 

With gratitude, ftill we'll acknowledge the favours 
So kindly indulged to our fimple endeavours ; 
To the great and the fair we reft thankfully debtors. 
And wiih we could fay^ we gave place to our bcttena. 



A 

PROLOGUE, 
To LOVE AND FAME. 

SFOXS AT SCAKB01.0V6H. 

WHERE is this author?— Bid the wretch 
appear. 
Let him come in, and wait for judgement — Here. 
This awful jury, all impatient, wait ; 
Let him come in, I fay, and meet his fate ! 
Strange, very ftrange, if fuch a piece fucceeds ! 
(Punifh the culprit for his vile mifdeeds) 

Know 
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Know ye to-night, that his prefumptuous works. 
Have tum'd good Chriftians into^-Heathen Turks ? 
And if the genius an't corredled foon. 
In his next Trip, he'll mount us to the Moon. 

Mcthinks I hear him (ay—** For mercy's fake 
Hold your rafti tongue-^-my Love and Fame's at ftafce; 
When you behold me— diffident— diftreft ! 
'Tis cruelty to make my woes a jeft : 
Well— if you will— but why Ihould I diftruft ? 
My judges are as nacrciful as juft ; 
I know them well, have oft their friendfhip tiy'd. 
And their proteftion is my boaft— my pride.*' 

Hoping to pleafe, he form'd this buftliag plan ; 
Hoping to pleafe ! 'tis all the modems can : 
Faith ! let him 'fcape, let Love and Faipe furvive. 
With your kind fandtidh keep his fcenes alive ; 
Try to approve (applaud we will exempt) 
Nor crufh the bardling in this hard attempt* 
Could he write up to an illuftrious theme. 
There's mark'd upon the regifter of Fame 
A fubjeft— but beyond the warmeft lays ! 
Wonder rauil painty when 'tis a G— nby's prail6« 



A PRO. 
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A 

PROLOGUE, 
To RULE A WIFE. 

SFOKEN AT EDINBURGH. 

jnp' I S an odd portrait that the poet drew I 

A A ftrangc irregular he fets in view ! 
'Mongft us — thank heaven — the character's unknown, 
(Bards have creative faculties we own) 
And this appears a pifture from his brain, 
'Till we reflcft the lady liv'd in Spain. 

Should we the portrait with the fex compare, 
•Twould add new honours to the northern fair ; 
Their merit, by the foil, confpicuous made. 
And they feem'd brighter from contrafting (hade. 

Rude were the rules our fathers formM of old. 
Nor fhould fuch antiquated maxims hold ; 
Shall fubje^ man affcrt fuperior fway. 
And dare to bid the angel fex obey ! 
Or if permitted to partake the throne, 
Defpotic, call the reins of power his own f 
Fojbid it, all that's gracious — that's polite ! 
(The fair to liberty have equal right) 
Nor urge the tenet, tho' from Fletcher's fchool. 
That every hufband has a right to rule, 

A matri* 
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A matrimonial medium may be hit. 
Where neither governs, but where both fubmit. 

The nuptial torch with decent brightnefs burns. 
Where male and female condefcend by turns ; 
Change then the phrafe, the horrid text amend. 
And let the word obey,— -be condefcend. 



PROLOGUE, 

ON REVIVING THE MERCHANT OF VENICE, AT 
THE TIME THE BILL HAD PASSED FOR HA* 
TURALIZING THE JEWS, 

5nn WIXT the fons of the ftage, without penfioni 

-*• or places. 

And the vagabond Jews, are fome fimilar caies ; 
Since time out of mind, or they're wrong'd much bf 

flander. 
Both lawlefs, alike, have been fentenc'd to wander; 
Then faith 'tis full time we appeal to tile nation. 
To be join'd in this bill for na-tu-ra li-za-ti-on ; 
Lard, that word's fo uncouth !— 'tis fo irkfome to 

fpeak it ! 
But 'tis Hebrew, I believe, and that's taftc, as I 



take it. 



WcU 
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Well— now to the point— I'm km here with 



To prefent this fair cticle our humble petition : 
But confcious what hopes we (hould have of fucceeding. 
Without (as they phrafe it) fufficiently bleeding ; 
And convinced we've no funds, nor old gold we can 

rake up. 
Like our good fathers — Abraham, Ifaac, and Jacob ; 
We muft frankly confefs we have nought to prefent ye. 
But Shakefpeare's old flerling — ^pray let it content ye. 

This Shtlock, the Jew, whom we mean to 
Kftore ye. 
Was naturaliz'd oft by your fathers before ye; 
Then take him to-night to your kindeft compaiCoo, 
For to countenance Jews is the pink of the fafhion. 



PROLOGUE, 

FOE. SOUR GOUKTRT LADS, PERPORHCING THB 
DBVIb OF A WIFE, IN THB CHRISTMAS 
HOLIDAYS* 

IN days of yore, when round the jovial board. 
With harmle^ mirth, and focial plenty ftor'd. 
Our parent Britons quafF'd their nut-brown ale, 
And carols fung, or told the Chriftmas tale; 

In 
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In ftruts St. George, Old England's champion knight. 

With hafty fteps, impatient to recite 

" How he had killed the dragon, once in fightJ 

From ev'ry fide— from Troy— from antient Greece* 
Princes pour in to fwell the motly piece; 
And while their deeds of prowefs they rehearfe. 
The flowing bowl rewards their hobbling verfe. 

Intent to raife this eveDing's cordial mirth. 
Like theirs, 6ur (imple ftage play comes to birtlu 
Our want of art we candidly confefs. 
But give you nature in her homefpun drefs ; 
No heroes here — no martial men of might ! - 
A cobler is the champion of to-night ; 
His ilrap, more fam'd than George's lance of old» 
For it can tacne that dragonefs, a fcold : 
Indulgent, theo, fupport the cobler's caufe. 
And tho' he may^nt deferve k, fmile applauie. 



A PRO. 
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P R a L O G U E, 

ON OPENING THE NEW THBAT&B IN NEWCASTLE, 
1765. 

IF to correal the follies of mankind^ 
To mend the morals— to enlarge the mindj 
To drip the felf-deceiving pailiens bare. 
With honeft mirth to kill an evening's care ; 
If thefe kind motives can command applauie. 
For thefe the motly ftage her curtain draws. 

Does not the poet, that exifts by praife. 
Like to be told that he has reach'd the bays I 
Is not the wretch (ftill trembling for his ftore} 
Pleas'd when he grafps a glitt'ring thoufand more ? ^« 
Cheers not the mariner propitious feas ? 
Likes not the lawyer to be handling fees ? 
Lives not the lover but in hopes of blifs ? 
To ev'ry queflion we'll reply with— yes. 

Suppofe them gratified— their full delight 
Falls fhort of ours on this aufpicious night ; 
When rich in happincfs — ^in hopes elate, 
Taftc has recciv'd us to our fav'ritc feat. 

Othat 



d by Google 



AN INTRODUCTION. l6l 

O that the foul of aflion were but ours^ 
And the vaft energy of vocal powers I 
That we might make a grateful oflF'ring, fit 
For theie kind judges that in candour fit. 

Before fuch judges, we confefs, with dreads 
Thefe new dominions we prefume to tread ; 
Yet if you fmile, we'll boldly do our beft. 
And leave your favours to fupply the reft* 



A N 

INTRODUCTION^ 

SPOKB AT THB THEATRE IN SUNDERLAND^ TO 
A FLAY FERFORMED THERE FOR THB BBNX- 
FIT OF THB WIDOWS AND ORPHANS OF THAT 
FLACB. 

ON Widows— Orphans — left, alas! forlorn, 
(From the rack'd heart its every comfort torn) 
Humanity, to-night, confers relief. 
And foftens, tho* (he can't remove their grief: 
Blafted her hopes, her expeftations kill'd. 
The fons of Sympathy (with forrow chili'd) 
Behold the wretched Matron — madly weep. 
And hear her cry—" My joys arc in the dcej- 1" 
V0L.LXIX. M To 
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To the tremendous Power that rules mankind^ 
Lord of the feas-^-the calm and boift'roas wind^ 
We how, obedient, and with awe refignM. 
His ways, infcrutable, we can't explore. 
No — ^we may wonder, but we mufl adore. 
Happy, for ever, be the generous breaft. 
That feels companion for the Poor dii^reil ; 
Happy the hand that ftops the fufierer's tear ! 
Such hands dMre are, and Such vft find, are Here* 



A N 

ELEGIAC ODE 

ON T H 1 

Pbath op Hii LATi MAJESTY. 

<< Pallida mos aequo pulfat pede pauperum tabernai, 

" Regumque turrcs." Hoi. 

ENGLAND ! thy Genius vtfted like defpair. 
With loud diilrcfs alarms the chalky (hote : 
Britons I he cries, and rends his hoary hair, 
Britons! your much-lov'd Monarch is no morel 

The Sea-gods from their pcarl-embroider*d beds. 
Who to great Georg£ the green dominion gave. 

No longer lift their coral-crowned heads, 
But dive dlftrcfs'd beneath the trembling wave. 

Hark, 
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Haifc« bow the winds, erft bounteous to his will. 
That bore his thund'ring fleets to Gallia's ihore, 

Paufe, — ^for a while, pathetically ftill. 
Then let their forrows burft in pcaly roar. 

The nymphs that in the facrcd groves piefide* 
Where Britain's conqu'ring oaks eternal fpring> 

In their embrown'd retreats their forrows hide. 
And filent mourn the venerable King. 

Tenants of liberty, on Britain's plain. 

With flocks enrich'd^ a vaft unnumber'd (lore ! 

*Tis gone, the mighty George's golden reign j 
Your Pan, your great Proteftor is no moi:e ! 

The Britilh fwains, e'er whiles a blithfome throng. 
No more in laughter's band, to revel feen 1 

No more the (hepherd tunes his chearful fong. 
Or dances fportful on the dew-drefs'd green. 

Beauty, no more the toy of faihion wears, 
(So late by love's deflgnful labour dreft;) 

But from her brow the luftr'd diamond tears. 
And with the fable cyprefs veils her breaft. 

Religion, lodg'd high on her pious pile. 
Laments the fading date of Crowns below ; 

While melancholy fills the vaulted ifle. 
With the flow mufic of heart-wounding woe. 

See the detcftful owl, iU-omen'd, rife ! 

Dragg'd, by defpair, from her fequeftr'd cell; 
Apd, by the difcord of (farill fhrieking cries. 

Doubling the horrors of the deep-ton'd bcU, 

M a TU 
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The choral mafes droop ! thdr harps unftrung. 
The lutes and laurel wreaths negleded fall ! 

Commerce — beftill'd her many nation'd tongue. 
Whilom fo bufy in her battling hall ! • 

Behold the virtues rang'd» a forrowing band! 

They mourn their King with grief dejeftcd eyes, 
See Art and lifter Science, weeping ftand ! 

For ah ! their Patron, their Defender dies ; 

On conqueft's cheek, fee how the rofes fail ! 

Grief makes, alas ! the faircft blofToms bow ! 
And honour's fire ethereal burns but pale. 

The erft beam'd glorious on our George's brow. 

The dreary paths of unrelenting fate, 

Muft Monarchs, mix'd with common mortals, tiy! 
Is there no refuge for the good and great ? 

And rauft the gracious and the godlike die ? 

Muft gilded courts be chang'd for horror's cave ! 

And fccpter'd Kings, who keep the world in awe, 
Conquer 'd by time, and the unpitying grave. 

Scarce fav'd their laurels from its rig'rous law ! 

Search where fell carnage rag'd with rigour fteel'd. 
Where flaughter, like the rapid lightning, ran ; 

And fay, when youVe bewept the blood ftain'd field, 
Which is the monarch ? which the common man ? 

• The hall of Commerce, the Royal Exchaoge. 

The 
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The Macedonian Monarch *, wife and good. 
Bade (when the morning's rofy reign began) 

Courtiers (hould call, as round his couch they flood, 
•• Philip, remember thou'rt no more than roan. 

•* Tho' glory fpread thy name from pole to pole, 
•• Tho* thou art merciful, and brave, and juft, ' 

*• Philip, rcfleft thour't polling to the goal, 
•• Where mortals mix in undiflinguilh'd duft." 

What then avails ambition's wide-ftretch'd wing ! 

The fchoolman's page, or pride of beauty's bloom ! 
The crape-clad hermit, and the rich-rob'd King, 

Mingle promifcuous in the levelling tomb. 

So Sal A DIN +, for arts and arms renown 'd. 
The Syrians and Egyptians both fubdu'd ; 

Returning, with imperial triumphs crown'd, 
Sigh'd, when the perilhable pomp he view'd. 

And as he rode, high on his regal car. 
In all the purple pride of conquefl dreft, 

Confpicuous o'er the trophies gain'd in war, 
Plac'd on a pendant fpear his burial veil. 

• Philip, King of Macedon, the father of Alexander the 
Great, appointed the pages of his chamber, to remind him every 
morning, that, notwithftanding his glory and power, he was no 
more than a mere mortal man. 

•f Saladin, a famous eaftern Emperor, in his triumphant re- 
turn from the moft remarkable conquefts, had a ihroud carried 
before him, while proclamation was made, That the vidior, after 
all hit glory, could lay real claim to nothing but that wretched 
linen to wrap his bodv in for the tomb* 

M 3 WhUe 
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While thus the herald ciy'd, ** This fon of powVj, 
'< This Saladin, to whom the nations bow'd, 

" May, in the fpace of a revolving hour, 
" Boaft of no other fpoil but yonder (hrood/' 

Can the de^ftatefman, ikiU'd in great defign. 
Save, for the fmalleft fpace, precarious breath ? 

Or the tun'd follower of the facred nine. 
Sooth, with his melody, the tyrant death ? 

No ! tho' the palace bar her golden gate. 
Or nionarcbi plant ten thoufand guards around. 

Unerring, and unicen, the (haft of fate. 
Strikes the devoted vi^m to the ground. 

If in the tent xetir'd, or battle's rage, 

Britannia's fighs (hail reach great Fa ed'ric's* 
ear; 
He'll drop the fword, or (hut the fophic pa^. 

And pcnfivc pay the tributary tear. 

Then ihall the monarch weigh the moral thought, 
(As he laments the parent, friend, ally,) 

The folemn truth, by fage refledioii taught. 
That, fpite of glory, Fred 'rig's felf muft die. 

Crowns, like the glow-worm's fcarce diftinguilh'd 
light. 

For a (hort moment glance their twinkling fires. 
But there's a deathkfs wreath, divinely bright, 

Whofe moR than diamond luftre, ne'er expim. 

* Frederic, King of Prussia. 

Such 
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Such is the ftariy meed thtt virtue ty'i 

With her own haocU on Gsokqb'i graeiooi hrow; 
Eternal ihall its golden beams abidCi 

The' the bright fua fhould from in orbit bow. 

>Jor is the facred gift to Kings coafia'd. 

The wreteb« to fort«ne> friends, and fame unknown. 

Shall, if fweet piety adorn his mind. 
Mount to Ae higheft ftep of glory's thrane. 

The parent's face Apelles • prudent hides. 
While death devours the darling of his age : 

Nature the pencil'd ftroke of art derides. 
When grief diftra^s with agonizing rage. 

Then let the mufe her fableft curtain fpread. 
By forrow taught her nerveleis pow'r to know : 

When nations cry, their King, their Pahs nt's dead. 
The reft is dumb, unutterable woe. 

Mercy, co-partner of great George's throne. 
Through the embrighted air afcendant files. 

Duteous, the peace beftowing maid is flown 
To fmooth his halcyon progrefs to the ikies. 

But fee a facred radiance beams around ! 

That with returning hope a people chears I 
Behold yon youth, with grace imperial crpwn'd. 

How awful ! yet how lovely in his tears! 

• Apelles findinjj it impoflible to exprefs with liis peficiL th^ 
diftrefs of Agamemnon, while his daughter Iphigenia was offered 
ai a facriflcc, painted him with a veil fpread over his Ace. 

M if Mari^ 
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Mark how his bofom heaves the filial iiglr! 

He droops diftrefs'd like a fair froft-<:hill'd flower^ 
Till glory from her radiant fphere on high. 

Hails him to hold the reins of regal power. 

The fainted fire to realms of blifs remov'd. 
Like the fam'd phoenix from his pyre (hall fpnag. 

Another George as gracious, as belov'd. 
As goodf and glorious, as the parent King* 



H OR A C E. 
ODEX. BOOK IV. Imztatsb* 

CHLOE, my mod tender care. 
Always coy, and always fair. 
Should unwilh'd for languor fpread 
O'er that beauteous white and red ; 
Should thefe locks that fweetly play 
Down thefe (houldcrs, fall away. 
And that lovely bloom that glows. 
Fairer than the faireft rofe ; 
Should it fade, and leave thy face 
Spoil'd of every killing grace ; 
Should your glafs the charge betray. 
Thus, my fair, you'd weeping fay, 

* Cruel Gods ! does beauty fade ? 

* Now warm defires my bread invade ; 

* And why, while blooming youth did glow, 
« Was this heart as cold as fnow V 

Sbnt 
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Sent to Miss BELL H^^ , with a 

Pair OF BUCKLES. 

TT A P P Y trifles, can ye bear 
-■• -*• Sighs of fondncfs to the fair; 
If your pointed tongues can tell. 
How I love my charming Bell: 
Fondly take a lover's part. 
Plead the anguifh of my heart* 

Go — yt trifles — gladly fly, 
(Gracious in my fair one's eye) 
Fly — ^your cnvy'd blifs to meet; 
Fly, and kifs the charmer's feet. 

Happy there, with waggifh play, 
Tho' you revel day by day. 
Like the donor, cv'ry night, 
(Robb'd of his fnpreme delight) 
To fubdue your wanton pride, 
Ufelefs, you'll be thrown aiide. 



TO 
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T O 



C H L O E, 

OKA 

CHARGE OF INCONSTANCY. 

HO W can Chlo€ think it ftrangc. 
Time (hould make a lover change ? 

Time brings all things to an end. 
Courage can't the blow defend. 
See, the proud afpiring oak 
Falls beneath the fatal ftroke : 
If on Beauty's cheek he preys, 
Streigbt the rofy bloom decays : 
Joy puts out his lambent fires. 
And at Time's approach —expires. 

How can Chloe think it ftrangc, 
Ti M E fliould make a lover change ? 



INCAN^ 
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INCANTATION. 

riRFORMED AT THE THEATRE IN SUNDERLAND, 
IN A NEW PANTOMIME, 

RECITATIVE. 

HECATE. 

FR O M the dark, tremendous cell. 
Where the fiends of magic dwell. 
Now the Sun hath left the Ikies, , 
Daughters of inchantment, rife. 

AIR. 

[Tiff Witches appear. 
Welcome from the (hades beneath I 
Welcome to the blafted heath ! 
Where the fpeftre and the fprite 
Glide along the glooms of night.. 
Beldams ! — with attention keen. 
Wait thewi(h of Harlequin : 
Many a wonder muft be done . . 

For my firft, my fav'rite fon. 

Chorus of Witches. 

Many a wonder (hall be done, 
Hecate, for your fav'rite fon. 

FORTUNE 
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FORTUNE TO HA.RLECt.UIN. 

IN A PANTOMIME. 



FROM my favour, fenfc rejedled. 
Fools by Fortune are protefted : 
Fortune, Harlequin, hath found you, 
Happinefs will hence furround you. 

II. 
Should a thoufand ills enclofe you. 
Quick contrivance this * bellows you ! 
Valour makes the fair adore you ; 
This + (hall drive your foes before you. 

III. 
Gold's the mighty fource of pleafure I 
Take this purfe of magic treafure ; 
Go — ^for while my gifts befriend you, 
Joy and jollity attend you. 

* A Hat. f A Sword* 



ACROSTIC. 
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C. 



"D-R AY tell me, fays Venus, one day to the Graces, 



jijraces,^ 

;'en their I 

iir faces : J 



(O-n a vifit they came, and had juft ta'< 
places) 
L-et me know why of late I can ne'er fee your i 
. L-adies, nothing, I hope, happen'd here to af- 
fright ye: 
Y-ouVe had compliment cards cv'ry day to in- 
vite ye. 

S-ays Capid, who guefs'd their rebellious pro- 
ceeding, 
U-nderhand, dear mamma, there's fome mifchief 

a-breeding : 
T- here's a fair one at Lincoln, fo finilh'd a beauty, 
T-hat your loves and your graces all fwervc from their 

duty. 
On my life, fays dame Venus, I'll not be thus put on, > 
N-ow I think on't, laft night, fome one call'd me 
Mifs Sutton. 



O N 
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OH THE 



Dbath of Mk8. sleigh. 



STOCKTON. 



MUCH lov'd, much honoar'd* much lamented 
Sleigh I 
The kindred Virtues had expir'd with thee. 
Were it ordain'd the daughters of the iky. 
Like the frail offspring of the earth, could die ; 
Trembling they (land at thy too early doom. 
And mingling tears to confeciate thy tomb. 



W*H£RE no ripen'd fummer glows, 
I-n the lap of northern fnows ; 
D-efarts gloomy, cold, and drear, 
<0-nly let the nymph be there) 
W^reaths of budding fweets would wear. 



} 



M-AT 
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ON LORD GRANBY'S DE^ATtt. 17-j 

M-AY would every fragrance bring, 
A-U the vernal bloom of fpring : 
D-ryads, dcck'd with myrtles green^ 
D-ancing, would attend their Qgeen : 
E-very flower that nature fpreads, 
R-iiing where the charmer treads ! 



ON T H B 

Death or Lo&d GRANBY. 

FO R private lofs the lenient tear may flo^. 
And give a fliort, (perhaps) a quick relief; 
While the full heart, o'ercharg'd with public woe, 
Muft labour thro' a long, protraded grief. 

This fudden Uroke ('twas like the lightning's bMJ 
The fons of Albion can't enough deplore ; 

Think, Britons, think on all his triumphs pad. 

And weep— your Warm ok is alas ! no more* 

Blight, we are told, refpefts the Conq'ror's tree. 
And thro* the Laurel grove with caution flies : 

Vague — and how vain muft that aflertion be, 
Cover'd with Laurels when a G&anby dies! 



o ir 
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OK THE 

Death of Me. , of SUNDERLAND. 

GO, breath of Sorrow, — ^go attending fighs. 
Acquaint the natives of the northern (hore. 
The man they lov'd, the man they honour'd, dies. 
And Charity's firft fteward-^is no more. 

Where (hall the poor a friendly patron find ? 

Who (hall relieve them from their loads of pain ? 
Say» has he left a feeling heart behind. 

So gracious — ^good — ^fo tenderly humane ? 

Yes — there furvives his darling offspring — ^young. 
Yet in the paths of Virtue, fteady — fure ! 

Twas the laft leffon from his parent's tongue, 
« Think, (O remember) think upon my Poor.* 



APE- 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



C '77 ] 



PETITION 

TO THE WORSHIPFUL FREE MASONS, 
DELIVERED FROM THE STAGE, BY A 
LADY» AT A COMEDY C O U N T £ tf A N C E O 
BY THAT FRATERNITY. 



BROTHERS! — 'tis bold to interrupt your 
meeting. 
But from the female world I wait you — ^greeting : 

[Curtfits^ 

The ladies can advance a thoufand reafons. 
That make them hope to be received as Mafons : 
To keep a fecret, — not one hint exprefling. 
To rein the tongue — O hufbands, there's a bleijing I 
As Virtue feems the Mafon's fole foundation. 
Why (hould the Fair be barr'd from — Inftallation ? 
If you fuppofe us weak, indeed you wrong us ; 
Hiftorians, Sapphos too, you'll find among us ; 
Think — Brothers — think, and gracioufly admit us ; 
Doubt it not. Sirs, we'll glorioufly acquit us : 
How to be wifer, and more cautious, teach us. 
Indeed 'tis time that your in{lru(flions reach us : 

Vol. LXIX. N The 
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The faults of late, and every foul mifcarriagc. 
Committed in the fphere of modem marriage. 
Were caus'd (If I've a grain of penetration) 
From each great Lady's not being made a Mafon. 
Accept us then^ to Brotherhood receive us. 
And Virtutt^ we'r* convihc'd, will riiver leave us. 



O t> E 

rot THI BIRTH-DAVOr THI 

KING OF PRUSSIA. 

« Arnn, ^Itart^oe cam)." titc 

REGIT. 

MORE glorious than the cottier's Mkajc, 
That through the ftarry region ftrayS : 
From Zembh to the Torrid Zone, 
The mighty name of Pruffia's known* 

A r R. 

I, 

Be banifh'd frorti the books of fame, 

' Ye deeds in diftant ages done; 
Loft and inglorious is the name 
Of Haftnibal, or Philip's fon : 
Could Greece, or conquering Carthage fing- 
A hero great as Pruffia's King ! 



Wbcie 
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II. 

Where reftlefS Envy can't explore*^ 

Or flatter'd H6pe prefume to fly ; 
Fate bade vidlorio'us Fred'ric foa'r. 

For laurels tliat can never die* 

Could Greece,' &c. 

Ilh 

His rapid bolts tremendous break. 

Through riations arni'd in dread* array. 

Swift as the furious blafts that fhake 
The bofoih of the frighted fea. 

Could Greece, &c. 

IV, 
In vain, to fhake the throne of Jove, 

With impious rage, the giants try'd ; 
*Gainft Fred'rick's force the nations ftrove 

In vain — their haughty legions dy'd, 

Cottld Greece, Sec. 

y. 

While Prudence guides his chariot wheels. 
Thro' Virtue's facred paths they roll ; 

Immortal Truth his bofom fteels. 
And guards* him glonous to the goal* 

Could Greece, &c. 

N 2 The 
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yi. 

The vengefal lance Britannia wields. 

In confort with her brave ally. 
Saves her fair rofes in the fields. 
Where Gaul's detefted Jillies die. 
Wreaths of eternal friendftiip fpring, 
*Twixt mighty George and Pruffia's King. 

VII. 
The jocund bowl let Britons raifc. 

And crown the jovial board with mirth ; 
Fill — to great Fredeiick's length of days. 
And hail the hero's glorious birth-— 
Could Greece, or conquering Carthage fing 
A chieftain fam'd like Pruifia's King ! 



A N 

O D E 

COMPOSED FOR THB BIRTH-DAY OF THE LATE 
GENERAL LORD BLAKENEY. 

I. 

THE Mufes harps, by Concord ftrungl 
Loud let them ftrike the feftal lay, 
Wak'd by Britannia's grateful tongue, 
To hail her hero's natal day. 
A rife, paternal glory rife. 

And lift your Blakeney to the ikies I 

Behold 
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Behold his warlike banners wave ! 

Like Britain's oak the hero ftands : 
The fliield— -the flicker of the brave I 

The guardian o'er the Britifli bands 1 
Ari(e» paternal, &c« 

III. 
He wrefts the wreath from Richlieu's * brow*. 

Which Fraud or Faftion planted there; 
France to the gallant hero bows. 

And Europe's chiefs his name revere. 
Arife, paternal, &c. 

IV. 
With partial conqueft on their fide ! 

The fons of Gaul — z pageant crew ! 

Rank, but inglorious in their pride. 

To Blakency, and his vanquiftl'd few. 

Arife, paternal, &c. 

V. 
Hibcrnia +, with maternal care. 

His labour'd ftatue lifts on high : 
Be partial. Time ! — the trophy fpare. 

That Blakcney's name may never die I 
Arife, paternal glory, rife ! 
And lift your Blakeney to the Ikies. 

• Richlicu, commanderof the expedition againft Port- Mahon, 
t A ftatue was eredied in Dublin to the memory of Ocn« 
Blakeney, who was a native of IreUhd. 

N 3 OK 
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ON A. y E ^ T T P U N O LADY. 

SE E how the buds and bloflbnu Xhooit.: 
How fweet will be the fummer fruit ! 
Let us behold th|^ jlnfajpit lofe ; 
How fragrant when its beauty blows ! 
The morning fmilcs, fercnety jgay ; 
How bright will be tile promisM day ! 
Contemplate next the charming maid. 
In early innocence array'd I 
If, in the morning of her yea^s« 
A luftre fo intenfe appears. 
When time (hall point her noofi-tide rays. 
When her meridian chaips ihall blaze. 
None but the eagle-ey'd n^uft gaze. 



A 

SONNE 



ADDRESSED TO MISS S- 



WHEN Flora decks the mantling bowers, 

AdA fcattecs all her opening flowers, 

A compliment to May 4 

With 
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U> 
With glowing joy my hofom beats ; 

I gaze delighted found. 
And wiih to fee the yarioiis fweetB 

In one rich nofegay bound. 

ill. 
'Tis granted — and their Uoom ^ifplayM» 

To blcfs my wond'nng view ; 
I fee them all — my heapteous maid^ 

I fee them all in — You. 



N A C R E O N. 

ODE V. IlIlTATXP* 



T H 8 



E. 



SHED Roses in the fprightly juice, 
Prepar'd for every focial ufe I 
So (hall the earthly ne^r prove 
A draught for All-Imperial Jove. 

Ourfelves, with rofey chaplets bound, 
$hgl) fii)g> an4 iet the goblet round. 

N 4 Thee, 
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Thee, ever gentle Rosf , we greet. 
We wodhip thee» delicioos fweetl 
For tho' hy mighty Gods caiefs'd, 
Yoa deign to make us mortals Ueft 

The Cnpids» and the Graces fair, 
yrith myrde fprigs adorn their hair ; 
And nimbly ftrike ooeleftial ground. 
Eternal Rosss blooming round. 

Bring us more fweets, 'ere thefe expire. 
And reach me that harmonious lyre ; 
Gay Bacchus, Jove's convivial fon. 
Shall lead us to his fav'rite ton : 
Among the fporting youths and maids. 
Beneath the vine's aufpictous (hades. 
For ever young— for ever gay. 
We'll dance the jovial hours away. 



MOSCHUS. 
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M O S C H U S, 

IDYLLIUM VU. 
(as translated by DR* B&OOIIB.) 

T O T H B 

EVENING STAR. 

HAIL, Golden- Star, of ray ferene ! 
Thou fav'rite of the Cyprian Queen ! 
O Hcfpcr ! glory of the night, 
Diffufing thro' the gloom, delight ! 
Whole beams, all other ftars outfhine. 
As much as filvcr Cynthia, thine : 
O guide me, fpeeding o'er the plain. 
To him I love, my fhephcrd fwain ; 
He keeps the mirthful feaft, and foon 
Dark (hades will cloud the fplendid moon. 
Of lambs I never robb'd the fold. 
Nor the lone traveller of gold : 
Love is ray crime : O ! lend thy ray 
To guide a lover on her way. 
May the bright ftar of Venus prove 
The gentle harbinger of Love I 

*«* To thisldyllium (tranflated by Dr. Br6om£) the Author 
•wns himfelf indebted for a hint, from which the following Pafto- 

"'""••"• A PAS- 
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WHERE the fond ucphh thro' the woodbine 

And wakes fwcet fragrance in the mantUne bow'r. 
Near to that grove my lovely bridegroom ftays 
Impatient^ — bi 'tis paft— the promis'd hour ! 

II. 
Lend me thy light, O evcr-fp^rkling ftar ! 

Bright Hcfper I iij t}iy glowing ponap arr^y'd. 
Look down, look down, from thy ?ill-g}prious car. 

And beam prote^on pn a wap4'riBg maid. 

III. 
Tis to cfcapc the penetrating fpj^ 

And pafs, unnotic'd, from malignant fight^ 
This dreary wafte, full refolutp, I try. 

And truft my footftcps to the ftadcs of i)ight. 

IV. 
The Moon has flipp'd behind an envious cloud. 

Her fmilcs, fo gracious, I no longer view ; 
Let her reipain behind that envious fhrpu^. 
My hopes, bright Hefperus, depend on yoq. 

No 
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V. 

No rancour ever leach'd my harmlefs breaft ; 

I hurt no birds, nor rob the biiftling bee : 
Hear, then, what Love and Innocence requeft» 

And fhed your kindeft influence on me. 

VI. 

Thee— Venus lopies— Firft twinkler of the fky. 
Thou art her ilar — in golden radiance gay! 

On my diftrefTes caft a pitying eye, 
Affift me — for, ala^l I've loft my way. 

VII. 
I fee the darling of my foul — ^my Love ! 

Expjeflio;^ can't the fnighty rapjtyre tdl • 
He leads me to the bofom of the grove : 

Thanks, gentle ftar — kind Hcfpcrus, farewell! 



T o 
C H L O E, 

IN AN ILL HUMOUR. 
I. 

CONSIDER, fweet maid, and endeavour 
To conquer that pride in thy breafl ; 
It is not an haughty behaviour 
Will fet off thy charms to the beft. 



The 
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II. 
The ocean, when calm, may delight you. 

But fhould a bold tempefl arife. 
The billows enrag'd would affright you : 

Loud obje^ of awful furprize I 

III. 
'Tis thus, when good humour diffufes 

Its beams o'er the face of a fair ; 
With rapture his heart a man lofcs. 

While frowns turn love to defpain 



EPIGRAMS, &c. 



An epigram. 

A Member of the modern great 
Pafs'd Sawney with his budget. 
The Peer was in a car of ftate. 
The tinker forc'd to trudge it. 

But Sawney (hall receive the praife 
His Lordfhip would parade for ; 

One's debtor for his dapple greys. 
And t'other's (hoes are paid for. 



ANO 
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ANOTHER. 

TO Wafteall, whofe eyes were juft clofing in deaths 
Doll counted the chalks on the door ; 
In peace, cry'd the wretch, let me give up my breathy 
And Fate will foon rub out my fcore. 

Come, bailiffs, cries Doll, (how I'll hamper this 
cheat !) 

Let the law be no longer delay'd, 
I never once heard of that fellow call'd Fate, 

And by G— d he lhan*t die 'till I'm paid. 



On Mh. CHURCHILL'S Death. 

SAYS Tom to Richard, Churchill's dead; 
Says Richard, Tom, you lie. 
Old Rancour the report hath fpread^ 
But Genius cannot die. 



A POST- 
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A POSTSCRIPT. 

WOULB honeff Tom G d* get rid of a 
fcoH, 
The torture, the plague of his Kfc ! 
Pray tell him tor take down his lion of goH, 
And hang up his brazen-fac'd wife. 



EPIGRAPH 

FOR 

Dean SWIFT's M o k u m la n t. 

EXECUTED BY MR. P. CUNNINGHAM, 
STA'TUAKV IN DUBLIN. 

SAY, to the Drapier's vaft unbounded fame. 
What added honours can the fculptor give ? 
None — 'tis a fanftion from the Drapier's name 
Muft bid the fculptor and his marble live. 

* Landlord of the Golden Lion, an inn in Yoridbire. 

E PI- 
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EPIGRAM. 

CCfULn Kate for bick compofi Ac Gordiai 
ftring. 
The Tyburn knot how near the nuptial ring! 
A loving wife', obecticnt to her vows. 
Is bound in duty to exalt her fpoufe. 



T O 

M R. C 



ON HIS BEING SATIRIZED BY AN iCKolX^T 
PERSON. 

WHETHER he's worth your fplccn or not. 
You've alk'd me to determine : 
I wilh my friend a nobler lot 
Than that of trampling vermin. 

A blockhead can't be worth our care, 

Unlefs that we'd befriend him : 
As you've fome common fenfe to fpare, 

ni pay what you may lend him. 



O H 
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OH 81BI1IG J. C FT, ESq. ABUSED IH A 

HEWSPAPER. 

TXT HEN a victch to public notice* 
V V Would a man of worth defame; 
Wit, as threadbare as his coat is. 
Only (hews his want of fhamc* 

Bafy, pert, unmeaning parrot ! 

Vileft of the venal crews ! 
Go— and in your Grub-ftreet garret. 

Hang yoarfelf and paltry mufe* 

Pity too the meddling finner 

Should for hunger hang or drown : 
F ^x, (he muft not want a dinner) 

Send the fcribbler half a crown. 



VERSES. 
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By Mr. CKTlilltM C^JiJtM;. 

WRITTEN ABOUT TfiTRt* WfP»» B^f&tli IH* 
DEArm 

DEAR lacl„ as you run o'er my rHimc, 
And fee my long^ name at tHe end. 
You'll cry—" And has Cunningham time 
«« To give fo much verfe to his friend ?*' 

'Tis true, the reproof (tho' fevcie) 

Is juft from the letters I owe ; 
But blaroelefs I ftill may appear. 

For nonfenfe is all I Bellow. « 

However, for better for worf£,» 

As Damons their Chloes. receive, 
Ev'n take the dull lines. 1 rehearfe— 

They're all a poor friend has* to give. 

The Drama and I have (hook hand's,. 

We've parted, no more to engage ; 
Submiffivc I ipet her commands— 

For nothing can cure me of age. 
Vol, LXIX. O * My 
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My fonihine of yoath it no more ! 

My mornings of pleafure are fled ! 
'Tis painful my fate to endure*- 

A penfion fupplies me with bread ! 

Dependant at kogth on the man 
Whofe fortunes I ftruggled to raife I 

I conquer my pride as I can*- 
His charity merits my praife ! 

His bounty proceeds from his heart i 
'Tib principle prompts the fupply— 

His kindneis exceeds my defert,. 
And often fupprefles a iigh. 

£ut like the old horfe in the fong, 
I'm tum'd on the Common to gra2se— 

To Fortune thefe changes belongs 
And contented I yield to her ways ! 



She ne'er was my friend ;. thro* the day ' 

Her fmiles were the. fmiles of deceit?-* | 

At noon Ihe'd her favours difplay^ 
And at night let me pine at her feet» 

No longer her prefence I courts 

No longer I fhrink at her frowns ! 
Her whimfics fupply me with (port— 

And her fmiles I refign to the clowns t 

Thus 
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Thus loft to each worldly defire» 

And fcorning all riches — all fame^ 
I quietly hope to retire 

When time (hall the fummons proclaim* 

Fve nothing to weep for behind ! 

To part with my friends is the worft I 
Their numbers, I grant, are confin'd ; 

But you are, ftill, one of the firft. 
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.THE SPLEEN*, 

Ay EPISTLE TO MR. C U T H B E R T JACKSON. 

THIS motley piece to you I fend. 
Who always were a faithful friend ; 
Who, if difputes fliould happen hence. 
Can beft explain the author's fenfe ; 
And, anxious for the public weal. 
Do, what I fing, fo often feel. 

The want of method pray excufc. 
Allowing for a vapourM Mufe ; 
Nor to a narrow path confin'd. 
Hedge in by rules a roving mind. 

The child is genuine, you may trace 
Throughout the fire's tranfmitted face. 
Nothing is ftoFn : my Mufe, though mean. 
Draws from the fpring (he finds within ; 
Nor vainly buys what + Gildon fells. 
Poetic buckets for dry wells. 

School helps I want, to climb on high. 
Where all the ancient treafures lie^ 

* " In this Poem," Mr. Mclmoth fays, " there are more-sri' 
*' g'inal thoughts thrown together than he had ever read in th» 
*' fame compafs of lines. 

Fit»oJh9rn$^i Litttn^ p. 114* 

t Gildon's Art of Poetry. 
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And there unfeen commit a theft 
On wealth in Greek exchequers left. 
Then where ? from whom > what can I ftcal. 
Who only with the moderns desi ? 
This were attempting to put on 
Raiment from naked bodies won * ; 
They fafely fmg before a thief. 
They cannot give who want relief; 

Some few excepted, names well known. 

And juftlylaurcrd with renown, 

Whofe ftamp of genius marks their waTe> 

And theft deteds- of theft beware ; 

From More + fo lafli'd, exaraplcfil. 

Shun petty larceny in wit. 

Firftknow, my friend, I do not mean 

To write a treatifc on the Spken ; 

Nor to prefcribe when nerves convulfe ; 

Nor mend th' alarum watch, your pulfe. 

If i am right, your queftion lay. 

What courfe I take to drive away 

The day-mare Spleen, by whofe falfe pleas 

Men prove mere fuicides in cafe ; 

And how I do myfelf demean 

In ftormy world to live ferene. 

* A painted vcft Prince Vortiger had on, 
Which from a naked Pift his grandfir* won. 

Howard's Brlt'tjh Princit* 

. f James More Smith, Efq; See Dunciad, B. ii. 1. 50, and 
the notes, wkwc the citc»w(iaitonccs of the tranfaaioD here alluded 
to are very fully explained. When 
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When by its magtc ^tem Spteeft 
With frightful figures fp^e&d« Hfe'«^^0iie> 
And threat'ning proTpefts urg'diBy fears, 
A ftranger to the luck df heirs ; 
Reafon, fome quiet to'reftore, 
Shew'd part was fubftance, fhadowmore ; 
With Spleen's dead weight though heavy grown. 
In life's rough tide I funk not down, 
Butfwam, 'till Fortune threw a rope. 
Buoyant on bladders fill'd with hope. 

I always choofe the plaincft food 
To mend vifcidityof blood. 
Hail! water-gruel, healing powtr. 
Of eafy accefstothepoor; 
Thy help love's confeflbrs implore. 
And dodtors fecretly adore ; 
To thee, I fly, by th^ dilotc — 
Through veins my blood doth quicker fhoot. 
And by fwift current throws 6fF'dean 
Prolific particles of Spleen, 

I never fick by drinking grow. 
Nor keep myfelf a cup too low. 
And feldom Cloe's lodgings haunt, 
Thrifty of fpirits, wliich I want. 

Hunting I reckon ver\^ good 
To brace the nerves, and (Mr the blood : 
But after no field-honours itch, 
Atchiev'd by leaping hedge and ditch. 
While Spleen iies foft relax'd in bed. 
Or o'er coal fire* inclines the htad, 

P 3 Hygcia's 
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Hygeia's Tons with hound and horn* 
And jovial cry awake the morn. 
Thefc fee her from the du&y plight, 
Smear'd by th' embraces of the night. 
With roral wafli redeem her face. 
And prove herfelf of Titan's race. 
And, mounting in loofe robes the ikies. 
Shed light and fragrance as (he flies. 
Then horfe and hound fierce joy difplay. 
Exulting at the hark-away. 
And in purfuit o'er tainted ground 
From lungs robuft field-notes refound. 
Then, as St. George the dragon flew. 
Spleen pierc'd, trod down, and dying view ; 
While all their fpirits are on wing. 
And woods, and hills, and vallies ring. 

To cure the mind's wrong bias. Spleen; 
Some recommend the bowling-green ; 
Some, hilly walks ; all, exercife ; 

Fling but a ftone, the giant dies ; i 

Laugh and be well. Monkeys have been | 

Extreme good dod\ors for the fpleen ; j 

And kitten, if the humour hit. 
Has harlequin'd away the fit, I 

Since mirth is good in this behalf j j 

At fome particulars let us laugh. I 

Witlings, brilk fools, curs'd with half fenfc. 
That fl:iraulates their impotence ; I 

Who buz in rhyme, and, like Wind flies, | 

Err with their wings for want of eyes. , I 

Poor I 
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yoar authors worlhipping a calf. 

Deep tragedies that make us laugh, 

A ftridl diffenter faying grace, 

A ledl'rer preaching for a place. 

Folks, things prophetic to difpcnfc. 

Making the paft the future tenfe. 

The popi(h dubbing of a prieft. 

Fine epitaphs on knaves deceased, 

Oreen -apron 'd Pythoniffa's rage. 

Great iEfculapius on his ftage, 

A mifer ftarving to be rich. 

The prior of Newgate's dying fpeech, 

A jointur'd widow's ritual ftate. 

Two Jews difputing tete a tete. 

New almanacs compos'd by feers. 

Experiments on felons ears, 

Difdainful prudes, who ceafelefs ply 

The fuperb mufcle of the eye, 

A coquet's April-weather face, 

A Queenb'rough mayor behind his mace. 

And fops in military fhew. 

Are fov'reign for the cafe in view. 

If fpleen-fogs rife at clofejof day, 
I clear my ev'ning with a play. 
Or to fome concert take my way. 
The company, the (hine of lights. 
The fcenes of humour, mufic's flights, 
Adjuil and {ct the foul to rights. 

Life's moving pidures, well-wrought plays. 
To others' grief attention raife : 

P 4 Here, 
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Here, while the tragifc fidions glow. 
We borrow joy by JjityiiVg woe ; 
There gaily comic fcenes delight. 
And hold true mirrors to our fight. 
Virtue, in charming drefs array 'd. 
Calling the pallions to her aid. 
When moral fcenes juft aftions join. 
Takes (hape, and (hews her face divine. 

Mufic has charms, we all may find. 
Ingratiate deeply with the mind. 
When art docs {bund's high pow'r advance. 
To mufic's pipe the paffions dance ; 
Motions unwiird its pow'rs have fhewn, 
Tarantulated by a tune. 
Many have held the foul to be 
Nearly ally'd to harmony. 
Her have I known indulging grief. 
And (hunning company's relief. 
Unveil her face, and looking round. 
Own, by negleding forrow's wound. 
The confanguinity of found. 

In rainy days keep double guard. 
Or Spleen will furely be too hard ; 
Which, like thofc fi(h by failors met, 
Fly higheft, while their wings are wet. 
In fuch dull weather, fo unfit 
To cnterprize a work of wir. 
When clouds one yard of azure Iky, 
That's fit for fimile, deny. 
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I drefs my face with ftudious looks. 

And (horten tcdioos hours with books. 

But if dull fogs invade the heaA, 

That mem'ry minds not what is read, 

I fit in window dry as ark. 

And on the drowning world remark : 

Or to fome cofFee-houfe I ftray 

For news, the manna of a day. 

And from the hipp'd difcourfes gather. 

That politics go by the weather : 

Then feek good-humour*d tavern chums. 

And play at cards, but for fmall fums ; 

Or with the merry fellows quaff. 

And laugh aloud with them that laugh ; 

Or drink a joco-ferioiis cup 

With fouls who've took their freedom up. 

And let my mind, beguird by talk. 

In Epicurus* garden walk. 

Who thought it heav'n to lie ferene ; 

Pain, hell, and purgatory, fpleen. 

Sometimes I drefs, with women fit. 
And chat away the gloomy fit ; . 
Quit the ftiff garb of ferious fcnfe. 
And wear a gay Impertinence, 
Nor think nor fpeak with any pains. 
But lay on fancy's lieck the reins ; 
Talk of unufual fwell of waift 
In maid of honour loofely lac'd. 
And beauty borrowing Spanifh red. 
And loving pair with fep'rate bed. 

And 
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And jewels pawn'd for lofs of game. 
And then redecm'd by lofs of fame ; 
Of Kitty {aunt left in the lurch 
By grave pretence to go to church) 
Perceiv'd in hack with lover fine. 
Like Will and Mary on the coin : 
And thus in modilh manner we. 
In aid of fugar, fweet tea. 

Permit, ye fair^ your idol form. 
Which e'en the coldeft heart can warm. 
May with its beauties grace my line. 
While I bow down before its ihrine. 
And your throng'd altars with my lays 
Perfume, arid gtt by giving praife. 
With fpeech fo fweet, fo fweet a mien 
You excommunicate the Spleen, 
Which, fiend-like, flies the magic ring 
You form with found, when pleas'd to fing; 
Whate'er you fay, however you move. 
We look, we liften, and approve. 
Your touch, which gives to feeling blifs> 
Our nerves officious throng to kifs ; 
By Celia's pat, en their report. 
The grave-air'd foul, inclin'd to fport. 
Renounces wifdom's fullen pomp. 
And loves the floral game, to romp. 
But who can view the pointed rays, 
That from black eyes fcintillant blaze ? 
Love on his throne of glory feems 
Encompafs'd with Satellite beams, 

2 But 
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But when blue eyes, more foftly bright, 
Diffufe benignly humid light. 
We gaze, and fee the fmiling loves. 
And Cytherea's gentle doves. 
And raptur'd fix in fuch a face. 
Love's mercy-feat, and throne of grace. 
Shine but on age, you melt its fnow ; 
Again fires long-ex tinguifti'd glow. 
And, charm'd by witchery of eyes. 
Blood long congealed liquefies ! 
True miracle, and fairly done 
By heads which are ador'd while on. 

But oh, what pity 'tis to find 
Such beauties both of form and mind. 
By modern breeding much debas'd. 
In half the female world at leaft ! 
Hence I with care fuch lotteries (hun. 
Where, a prize mifs'd, I'm quite undone ; 
And han't, by vent'ring on a wife. 
Yet run the greateft rilk in life. 

Mothers, and guardian aunts, forbear 
Your impious pains to form the fair. 
Nor lay out fo much coft and art. 
But to deflow'r the virgin heart ; 
Of every foUy-foft'ring bed 
By quick'ning heat of cuftom bred. 
Rather than by your culture fpoil'd, 
Defift, and give us nature wild. 
Delighted with a hoyden foul. 
Which truth and innocence controul. 

Coquets, 
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Coquets, leave off affefted arts. 
Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts ; 
Woodcocks to (bun your fnares have (kill. 
You (hew fo plain, you ft rive to kill. 
In love the artlefs catch tlie gime. 
And they fcarce ftiifs who never aim. 

The world's gitat author did create 
The fex to fit the nuptial ftate. 
And meant a blefliirg'in a Wife 
To folace the fatigues of life ; 
And old infpired times difplay. 
How wives could love, and yet obey. 
Then truth, and patience of eontroul. 
And houfe-wife tirts ado^n'd the foul ; 
And charms, the gift df nature, -ftibne ; 
And jealoufy, a thing unknown : 
Veils were the only m^ifks'they W6tie ; 
Novels (receipts to itiake a whore) 
Nor ombre, nor quadfiHe they knew^ 
Nor Pam's puiffance feh at loo. 
Wife men did "not to be th<)rught gay. 
Then compliment their pow*r away : 
But left, by frail defiresrmified. 
The girls forbidden paths ftiould tiread. 
Of .ign'rance rais'd the fafe high ^*all ; 
We fmk haw-haws, that {hew thebi all. 
Thus we at once folicit fehfe. 
And charge them not to break the fence. 

Now, if untir'd, confider friend. 
What I avoid to gainmy'eftd. 
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I never am at meeting feen. 
Meeting, that region of* the Spleen ; 
The broken heart, the bufy fit id. 
The inward call, on Spleen depend. 

Law, licensed bres^king of the peace. 
To which vacation is difeafe : 
A gypfy didlion fcarce l^nown well 
By th' magi, who law-fortunes tell^ 
I (hun ; nor let it breed within 
Anxiety, and that the Spleen ; 
Law, grown a foreft, where perplex 
The mazes, and the brambles vex ; 
Where its twelve verd*rers every day 
Are changing ftill the public way : 
Yet if we mifs our path and err. 
We grievous penalties incur; 
And wand'rers tire, and tear their Ikin, 
And then get out where they went in^ 

I never game, and rarejy bet. 
Am loth' to lend, or run in debt. 
N»compter-writs me agitate ; 
Who moralizing pafs the gate. 
And there mine eyes on fpendthrifts turn,. 
Who vainly o'er their bondage mourn. 
Wifdom, before beneath their care. 
Pays her upbraiding vifits there. 
And forces folly through the grate. 
Her panegyric to repeat. 
This view, profufely when jinclin'dr 
Enters a caveat in the mind ; 

Experience 
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Experience join'd with common fenfc. 
To mortals is a providence. 

Paflion, as frequently is {een» 
Subfiding fettles into Spleen. 
Hence, as the plague of happy life, 
I run away from party-ftrife. 
A prince's caufe, a church's claim^ 
I've known to raife a mighty flame> 
And prieft, as ftoker, very free 
To throw in peace and charity. 

That tribe, whofe prafticals decree 
Small beer the deadlieft herefy ; 
Who, fond of pedigree, derive 
From the moft noted whore alive ; 
Who own wine's old prophetic aid. 
And love the mitre Bacchus made. 
Forbid the faithful to depend 
On half-pint drinkers for a friend. 
And in whofe gay red-lettcr'd face 
We read good-living more than grace : 
Nor they fo pure, and fo precifc, 
Immac'late as their white of eyes. 
Who for the fpirit hug the Spleen, 
Phylader'd throughout all their mien. 
Who their ill-tafted home-brew'd pray'r 
To the ftate's mellow forms prefer ; 
Who doftrines, as infeftious, fear. 
Which are not fteep'd in vinegar. 
And famples of heart-chefted grace 
Expofe in Ihew-glafs of the face. 
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Did never me as yet provoke 
Either to honour band and cloak. 
Or deck my hat with leaves of oak. 

I rail not with mock-patriot grace 
At folks, becanfe they are in place ; 
Nor, hir'd to praife with ftallion pen. 
Serve the ear-lechery of men ; 
But to avoid religious jars. 
The laws are my expofitors. 
Which in my doubting mind create 
Conformity to church and (late. 
I go, purfuant to my plan. 
To Mecca with the Caravan. 
And think it right in common fenfe 
Both for diverfion and defence. 

Reforming fchemes are none of mine ; 
To mend the world's a vaft defign : 
Like theirs, who tug in little boat. 
To pull to them the (hip afloat. 
While to defeat their laboured end. 
At once both wind and ftream contend : 
Succefs herein is feldom feen, ' 
And zeal, when baffled, turns to Spleen* 

Happy the man, who innocent. 
Grieves not at ills he can't prevent ; 
His fliilF does with the current glide. 
Not puffing puU'd againft the tide. 
He, paddling by the fcufHing crowd. 
Sees unconccm'd life's wager row'd. 

And 
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And when he can't prevent foul play, 
Snjoys the folly of the fray. 

By thcfc reflexions I repeal 
Each hafty promife made in zeal» 
When gofpel propagators fay. 
We're bound our great light to difplay. 
And Indian darknefs drive away. 
Yet none but drunken watchmen fend. 
And fcoundrel link-boys for that end ;. 
When they cry up this holy war. 
Which every chriilian ftiould be for. 
Yet fuch as owe the law their ears. 
We find employed as engineers : 
This view my forward zeal fo (hocks,. 
In vain they hold the money-box. 
At fuch a conduA, which intends 
By vicious means fuch virtuous ends, 
I laugh oflf Spleen, and keep my pence 
From fpoiling Indian innocence- 
Yet philofophic love of eafe 
I fuflfer not to prove difeafe. 
But rife up in the virtuous caufe 
Of a free prefs, and equal laws. 
The prefs reftrain'd 1 nefandous thought ! 
In vain our fires have nobly fought : 
While free from force the prefs remains. 
Virtue and Freedom cheer our plains. 
And Learning largefles bcftows. 
And keeps' uncenfur'd open houfe. 
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We to the nation's public mart 
Our works of wit, andfehemes of art. 
And philofophic goods this way. 
Like water-carriage, cheap convey. 
This tree, which knowledge fo affords, 
Inquifitors with flaming fwords 
From lay approach with zeal defend. 
Left their own paradife fhould end. 
The prefs from her fecundous womb 
Brought forth the art^ of Greece and Rome ; 
Her offspring, flciird in logic war. 
Truth's banner wav'd in open air ; 
The monfter Superftition fled. 
And hid in (hades its Gorgon head ; 
And lawlefs pow*r, the long-kept field. 
By reafon quell 'd, was forc'd to yield. 
This nurfe of arts, and freedom's fence 
To chain, is treafon againft fenfe ; 
And, Liberty, thy thoufand tongues 
None filence, who defign no wrongs ; 
For thofe, who Bfe the gag's peftraint, 
Firft rob, before they ftop complaint. 

Since difappointment gauls within. 
And fubjugates the foul to Spleen, 
Moft fchemes, as money-fnares, I hate,. 
And bite not at projedor's bait. 
Sufficient wrecks appear each day. 
And yet frefh fools are caft away. 
Ere well the bubbled can tarn round,. 
Their painted vefliel runs aground ; 

Vol. LXIX. Q^ Or 
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Or in deep feas it ovcHctt 
By a fierce hurricane of debts ; 
Or helm direftors in ofee trip. 
Freight firft embezzleid, fink the {hip. 
Such was of late a corporation *, 
The brazen ferpcnt of the nation, 
Which> when hard accidents diftrtfs'd^ 
The poor mud look at to be bleft. 
And thence expert, with paper feal'd 
By fraud and us'ry, to be heard. 

I in no foul-confumpti'on wait 
Whole years at levees of the great. 
And hungry hopes regale the while 
On the fpare diet of a fmile. 
There you may fee the idol ftand 
With mirror in his wanton hand ; 
Above, below, now here> now there. 
He throwsL about the ftinny glare. 
Crowds pant, and prefs to feiee the prize* 
The gay delufion of their eyes. 

When Fancy tries her Hmning (kill 
To draw and coldur at her will, 

* The Charitable Corporation, ibftituted for the relief of ih< 
induftrious poor, by aflifting theiji with fmall fums upon pledges 
at legal intcreft. By the viliany of thofc who had the manage- 
ment of this fchtme, the proprietors were defrauded of very coo- 
fiderable fums of money. In 1732 the condu^ of the diredor! 
of this body, became the Ibbjift of a parliamenlary enquiry, and 
fome of them who were toembers vf the Koufe oF tSmmons, 
were expelled for their tOMttn la this ibiqukoiis umfiiaibn. 

And 
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And raife and round the figure well. 
And (hew her talent to excel, 
i guard my heart, left it ihoald woo 
Unreal beauties Fancy drew. 
And difappolnted, feel defpair 
At lofs of things, that never were. 

When I lean politicians oiark 
<xrazing on aether in the park ; 
Who e'er on wing with open throats 
Fly at debates, expreffes, votes, 
Juft in the manner fwallows ufc. 
Catching theic airy food of news ; 
Whofe latrant ftomachs oft moleft 
The deep-laid plans their dreams fuggeft ; 
Or fee fome poet penfive fit. 
Fondly miftaking Spleen for Wit : 
Who, though (hort-winded, ftill will aim 
To, found the epic trump of Fame; 
Who ftill on PhcBbus' fmiles will doat. 
Nor learn conyidlion from his coat ; 
I blefs my ftars, I never knew 
Whimfies, which clofe parsu'd, un4o3i 
And have from old experience been 
Both parent and the child of Spleen. 
Thefe fubjeds of Apollo's ftate. 
Who from falfe fire derive their fate. 
With airy purchafes undone 
Of lands, which none lend money on. 
Born dull, had foUow'd thriving ways^ 
Nor loft one hoar to gather bays. 

0^2 Their 
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Their fancies firft delirtous grew. 

And fcenes ideal took for true. 

Fine to the fight Parnaffus lies. 

And with falfe profpc6h cheats their eyes ; 

The fabled gods the Poets fing, 

A feafon of perpetual fpring. 

Brooks, flow'ry fields, and groves of trees. 

Affording fweets and fimiles. 

Gay dreams infpir*d in myrtle bow'rs. 

And wreaths of undecaying flow'rs, 

Apollo's harp with airs divine. 

The facred mufic of the Nine, 

Views of the temple rais'd to Fame, 

And for a vacant niche proud aim, 

Ravifh their fouls, and plainly (hew 

What Fancy's flcetching power can do. 

They will attempt the mountain fteep. 

Where on the top, Kke dreams in flcep> 

The Mufe's revelations ihew. 

That find men crack'd, or make them fo. 

You, friend, like me, the trade of rhyme 
Avoid, elab'ratc wafte of time. 
Nor are content to be undone. 
To pafs for Phoebus' crazy fon. 
Poems, the hop-grounds of the brain» 
Afford the mod uncertain gain ; 
And lott*ries never tempt the wife 
With blanks fo many to a prize* 
I only tranfient vifits pay. 
Meeting' the Mufcs in my way» 

Scarce 
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Scarce known to the faftidious darocj. 

Nor Ikiird to call them by their names. , 

Nor can their paffports in thefe days. 

Your profit warrant, or youjf praife. . 

On Poems by their didlates writ, » 

Critics, as fworn appraifers, fit. 

And mere upholft'rers in a trice 

On gems and paintings fet a price, 

Thefe tayi'ring artifts for our Uys 

Invent crampM rules, and with ftrait Hays 

Striving free Nature's (hape to hit. 

Emaciate fenfe, before they fit. 

A common place, and many friends. 

Can fecve the plagiary's ends, 

Whofe eafy vamping talent lies, 

Firft wit to pilfer, then difguife. 

Thus fome devoid of art and (kill 

To fearch the mine on Pindus' hill. 

Proud to afpire and workmen grow. 

By genius doomed to ftay below. 

For their own digging (hew the town 

Wit's treafure brought by others down. 

Some wanting, if they find a mine. 

An artill*s judgment to refine. 

On fame precipitately fix'd, : 

The ore with bafer metals mix'd 

Melt down, impatient of delay. 

And call the vicious mafs a play. 

All thefe engage to fervc their ends. 

A band fclea of truft/ friend^ . , . , 

0.3 ^^' 
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Who, leffon'd right, extd the tbiiig» 
As Pfapho * taught his birds to ilng ; 
Then to the ladies they fitbaiti 
Returning officers en wit : 
A crowded houfe their piefcncc draW9» 
And on the beaus impofes laws, • 
A judgment in its favour ends. 
When all the pannel are its friends : 
Their natures merciful and mild 
Have from mere pity fav'd the child ; 
In bulrulh ark the bantling found 
Helpkfs, and ready to be drown'd. 
They have prefervM by kind fupport. 
And brought the baby mufe to cotirt. 
But there's a youth + that you can name. 
Who needs no leading-ftrings to fame^ 
Whofe quick maturity of brain 
The birth of Pallas may explain : 
Dreaming of whofe depending fate, 
I heard Melpomene debate. 
This, this is he, that was foretold 
Should emulate Our Gnseks of old, 

* Pfjpho was a Libyan, wh« dtfiring to be accountetS tCod, 
e0e£led it by this means : He codk youn^ biids and taught them 
to fing, Pfapho is a great God. "When they were perfect in tbwf 
ielTon, he let them Hy ; and other birds learning the fame dittjft 
repeated it in the woods j on which his countrymen offered facri- 
fice to him, and confidered hirft 4$ a beity. 

f Mr. Glqver, the excctleat ftuChdr kX Ltontd^s^ B^i^ea, 
Medcaj &c. 

Infpir'd 
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Infpir'd by me wi4 facmd art. 

He fmgs, and rules the varied heart ; 

If Jove's dread anger he rehearfe, 

Wc hear the thunder in his verfr ; 

If he defcribes ioirf tura'd to rage. 

The furies riot in his page. 

If he fair liberty and law 

By ruffian pow'r expiring draw. 

The keener paffions then engage 

Aright, and fanftify their rage ; 

If he attempt difaftrous love« 

We hear thofe plaints that wound the grove. 

Within the kinder paffions glow. 

And tears diftill'd from pity flow. 

From the bright viiton I defceod. 
And my deferted them attend. 

Me never did ambition feize. 
Strange fever moll infiam'd by ea& 1 
The adive lunacy of pride. 
That courts jilt Fortune for a bride, 
- This par'dife-tree, fo fair and high, • 
I view with no afpiring eye : 
Like afpen (hake the jreiUeis leaves. 
And Sodom-fruit our pains deceives. 
Whence frequent faUs give no furprifer 
But fits of Spleen, call'd gronuing luife^ 
Greatnefs in glittering forms difplay'd 
Afiedts weak eyes much us'd to ihade^ 
And by its falfly-envy'd icene 
Gives ielf-debaiing fits of Spleen. 

Q.4 We 
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We (hould be plcas'd that things ate fo; 
Who do for nothing fe the (how. 
And, middle fiz'd, can pafs betwoen ' 
Life's hubbub fafe, bccaufe unieen. 
And 'mid^ the glaie of greatnefB trace 
A wat'ry fun-ihine in the face. 
And pleafures fled to, to redtcis 
The fad fatigue of idlcnefs. 

Contentment, parent of delight. 
So much a ftranger to onr fight. 
Say, goddefs, in what happy place 
Mortals behold thy blooming face ; 
'J hy gracious aufpicea impart. 
And for thy temple choofe my heart. 
They, whom thou deigneft to infpire^ 
Thy fcience learn, to bound defire; 
By happy alchymy of mind 
They turn to pleafure all they find ; 
1 hey both difdain in outward mien 
The grave and fo}emn garb of Spleen, 
And meretricious arts of drefs. 
To feign a joy, and hide diftrefs ; 
Unmov'd when the rude tempeft blows. 
Without an opiate they repofe; 
And covered by your ihield, defy 
The whizzing, (hafts, that round them fly : 
Nor meddling with the god's aflfairs. 
Concern themfelves with diibint cares ; 
But place their blifs in mental reft. 
And feaft upon the good pc^fs'd. 
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Forc'd by foft viofence of pray'r. 
The blithfome goddeft fbotfaes ray care, 
I feel the deity infpiTe, 
And thus (he models my defiie. 
Two hundred pounds half-yearly paid. 
Annuity fecurdy made, 
A farm fome tj^enty miles from town. 
Small, tight, falubrious, and my own ; 
Two maids, that never faw the town, 
A ferving-man, not quite a clown, 
A boy to help to tread the mow. 
And drive, while t'other holds the plough; 
A chief, of temper form'd to pleafe. 
Fit to converfe, and keep the keys ; 
And better to prcferve the peace, 
Commiflion'd by the name of niece ; 
With underftandings of a fize 
To think their matter very wife. 
May heav'n (it's all I v/ifh for) fend 
One genial room to treat a friend. 
Where decent cup-board, little plate, 
Difplay benevolence, not ftate. 
And may my humble dwelling ftand 
Upon fome chofen fpot of land : 
A pond before full to the brim, 
"Where cows may cool, and geefe may fwim^ 
Behind, a green like velvet neat. 
Soft to the eye,. and to the feet; 
Where od'rous plants in ev^emug fair 
Breathe all around ambrofial air ; 

From 
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From Eurus^ foe to kitehen ground, 

Fenc'd by a Hope with baihe$ ciown'd> 

Fit dwelling for the leathered throng. 

Who pay their quit-rent^ with a fong ; 

With op'ning view« of hill and dale. 

Which fenfc and fancy too regale. 

Where the half-cirque, which vifion boands. 

Like amphitheatre furrounds ; 

And woods impervious to the breea&e. 

Thick phalanx of embodied trees. 

From hills through plains in du& array 

Extended far, repel the day. 

Here ftillnefs, height, and Cblemn ihade 

Invite, and contemplation aid : 

Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 

The dark decrees aiul will of fate. 

And dreams beneath the fpreading heceh 

Infpire, and docile fancy teach. 

While foft as breezy breath of wind, 

Impulfes rufile through the nund. 

Here Dryads, fcoraiug Phoebus' ray. 

While Pan melodious pipes away. 

In meafur'd motions friik about, 

'Till old Silenus puts them out. 

There fee the clover, pea, and bean. 

Vie in variety of green ; 

Frefh paftures fpeckled o'er with ihecp. 

Brown fields their fallow iabbaths keep. 

Plump Ceres golden trefles wear. 

And poppy top-knots deck hex hair» 
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And filver ftreams through meadows ftgay. 
And Naiads on the margin play. 
And lefTer nymphs on (idc of hills 
From play-thing ams pour down the rills» 

Thus (helcer'd> free from care and ftrife> 
May I enjoy a calm throagh life ; 
See fadion, fafe in low degree. 
As men at land ice ftorms at iea. 
And laugh at miferable elves 
Not kind, fo much as to thcmfelves, 
Curs'd with fuck fouls of bafe alloy. 
As can poffefs, but not enjoy ; 
Debarred the pleafure to impart 
By a V 'rice, fphindler of the heart. 
Who wealth, hard earn'd by guilty cares. 
Bequeath untouched to thaxikkfs heirs. 
May I, with look ung^oom'd by guile. 
And wearing Virtue's iiv'ry-fmile, 
Prone the diftreffed to rdievc. 
And little trefpafles forgive. 
With income not in Fortone*s pow*r. 
And Ikill to make a bufy hour. 
With trips to town life to amufe. 
To purchafe books, and hear the news. 
To fee old frknds, bruih off the clown. 
And quicken tafte at coming down. 
Unhurt by fickncfs' blafting rage. 
And flowly mellowing in age. 
When Fate extends its gathering gripe. 
Fall off like fruit growa fully ripe, v. 

Quit 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



il% G R B £ N*S POEMS. 

Quit a worn being without pain'* 
Perhaps to blofTom foon again* 

But now more ferious fee me graw« 
And what I think, my Memmius, knaw« 

Th' cnthufiaft's hope, and raptures wild. 
Have never yet my reafon foird. 
His fpringy foul dilates, like air. 
When free from weight of ambient care. 
And, hufti'd in meditation deep. 
Slides into dreams, as when afleep ; 
Then, fond of new difcovcries grown. 
Proves a Columbus of her own, 
Difdains the narrow bounds of place. 
And through the wilds of endlefs fpace. 
Borne up on roetaphyfic wings. 
Chafes light forms and Ihadowy things. 
And in the vague cxcurfion caught. 
Brings home fome rare exotic thought. 
The melancholy man fuch dreams. 
As brighteft evidence, efteems ; 
Fain would he fee fome diftant fcene 
Suggefted by his reftlefs Spleen, 
And Fancy's telefcope applies 
With tindlur'd glafs to cheat his eyes. 
Such thoughts^ as love the gloom of night, 
I clofe examine by the light ; 
For who, though brib'd by gain to He, 
Dare fun-beam-written truths deny. 
And execute plain common fenfc 
On faixh's mere hearfay evidence ? 
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That fuperftition mayn't create. 
And club its ills with thofe of fate, 
I many a notion take to talk. 
Made dreadful by its vifor-maik. 
Thus fcruple, fpafm of the mind. 
Is cur'd, and certainty I find. 
Since optic reafon (hews me plain, 
I dreaded fpeftres of the brain. 
And legendary fears are gone. 
Though in tenacious childhood fown. 
Thus in opinions I commence 
Freeholder in the proper fenfe. 
And neither fuit nor fervice do. 
Nor homage to pretenders (hew. 
Who boaft themfelves by fpurious roll 
Lords of the- manor of the foal ; 
Preferring fenfe, from chin that's bare, 
'Jo nonfenfe thron'd in whiflcer'd hair. 

To thee. Creator uncreate, 

() Entium Ens! divinely great! < 

Hold, Mufe, nor melting pinions try. 

Nor near the blazing glory fly. 

Nor {training break thy feeble bow, » 

Unfeather'd arrows far to throw : 

Through fields unknown nor madly ft ray. 

Where no ideas mark the way. 

With tender eyes, and colours faint. 

And trembling hands forbear to paint. 

Who features veil'd by light can hit ? 

Where can, what has no outline, fit ? 

My 
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My foul, the vain attempt fofq[<»» 

Thyfclf, the fitter Aibjcft, know« 

He wifely (huns the bold extrexnej 

Who foon lays by th' unequal theme» 

Nor runs, with wifdom's Syrens caught. 

On quickfands fwall'wing (hipwreck'd thought ; 

But, confcious of his diftance, gives 

Mute praifc, and humble negatives. 

In one, no objedl of our fight. 

Immutable, and infinite. 

Who can't be cruel or unjuft. 

Calm and refign'd, I fix my truft ; 

To him my paft and prefent ftate 

I owe, and mull my future fate, 

A ftranger into life I'm come. 

Dying may be our going home, 

TTranfported here by angry Fate, 

The convidls of a prior ftate. 

Hence I no anxious thoughts beftow 
On matters, I can never know ; 

Through life> foul way, like vagrant pafs'd. 

He'll grant a fettlement at laft. 

And with fweet eafe the wearied crown^ 

By leave to lay his being down* 

If doom'd to dance th' eternal round 

Of life no fooner loft but found. 

And difrolution faon to come. 

Like fpunge, wipes out life's prefent fura^ 

But can't our ftate of pow'r bereave 

An endlefs feries to receive ; 

Tlicrt 
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Then, if hard dealt with here by fate> 
We ballance in another ftate. 
And confcioufnefs fliuft go along. 
And fign th* acquittance for the wrong. 
He for his creatures muft decree 
More happinefs than mifery. 
Or be fuppofed to Create, 
Curious to try, what 'tis to hate : / 
And do an a^, ^yhich rage infers, 
*Caufe lamenefs halts, or blindnefs errs. 
Thus, thus I fleer my bark, and fail 
On even keel with gentle gale ; 
At helm I make my reafon fit. 
My crew of paffions all fubmit. 
If dark and bluft'ring prove fome nights, 
Philofophy puts forth her lights ; 
Experience holds the cautious glafs. 
To fhun the breakers, as I pafs. 
And frequent throws the wary lead. 
To fee what dangers may be hid ; 
And once in feven years Vm feen 
At Bath or Tunbridge, to careen. 
Though pleas'd to fee th^ dolphins play, 
I mind my compafs and my way. 
With (lore fufficient for relief, . , 

And wifely ftill prepared to reef. 
Nor wanting the difperfive bowl 
Of cloudy weather in the foui, 

I make 
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1 make (may heav'n propitious fend 
Such wind and weather to the end) 
Neither becalm'd^ nor over-blown. 
Life's voyage to the world unknown. 



AN EPIGRAM, 

ON THE REVEREND MR. LAURENCE ECHARd's 
AND BISHOP GILBERT BURNET's HISTORIE:^. 

/^ I L's hiftory appears to me 

^-^ Political anatomy, 

A cafe of fkeletons well done. 

And malefadors every one. 

His fliarp and ftrong incifion pen 

Hiftorically cuts up men. 

And does with lucid fkill impart 

Their inward alls of head and heart. 

Laurence proceeds another way. 

And well-drefs'd figures doth difplay ; 

His charafters are all in fleih. 

Their hands are fair, their faces frelh j 

And from his fvveet'ning art derive 

A better fcent than when alive. 

He wax-work made to pleafc the fons, 

Whofe fatliers were Gil's fkeletons. 



THE 
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Tub SPARROW and DIAMOND 
A SON G. 



I. 

1 Lately faw, what now I fiag* 
Fair Lucia's hood dtfplay'd ^ 
This finger grac'd a diamond jis^^ 
On that a fparrow .play'd* 

II. 
The fcathcf'd play-thing ibc carefs'd^ 

She ftroak'd its head and wings ; 
And while it neftled on her brcaft. 

She lifp'd the deareil things. 

m. 

With chizzled bill a fpark ill-fet 

He loofen'd from the reft. 
And fwaliow'd down to grind his meat. 

The caficr to digeil. 

IV. 
She feiz'd his bill with wild affright^ 

Her diamond to defcry : 
*Twas gone ! Ihe ficken'd at the ijght. 

Moaning her bird would die. 
Vm. LXIX, R V. The 
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V. 

The tonguc-ty'd knocker npne might ufe> 

The curtains none undraw» 
The footmen went without their Ihoes, 

The ftrcct was laid with ftraw. 

VI. 

The doftor us'd his oily art 

Of ftrong emetic kind, 
Th' apothecary play'd his part. 
And engineer'd behind. 

VII. 
When phyfic ceas'd to fpend its ftore. 

To bring away the ftone, 
Dicky, like people given o'er. 
Picks up, when let alone. 
VIII. 
His eyes difpell'd their fickly dcws^ 

He peck'd behind his wing > 
Lucia recovering at the news, 
Relapfes for the ring. 

IX. 
Mean while within her beauteous bread 

Two different paffions ftrove ; 
Wh^ av'rice ended the conteft. 
And triumph'd over love. 
X. 
, Poor little, pretty, fluttering thbg. 

Thy pains the fcx difplay. 
Who only to repair a ring. 
Could take thy life away. 
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XI. 
Drive av'ricc from yoor brofts, ye fair, 

Monfter of fouleft mien : 
Ye would not let it harbour there. 

Could but its form be fecn. 
XII. 
It made a virgin put on guile. 

Truth's image break her word, 
A Lucia's face forbear to fmile, 

A Venus kill her bird. 



JOVE AND SEMELE. 

Occafioned by a Ladys Jayingy That none of the ancient 
poetical ftoriet refleHed fo much on the <vanity of^women, 
as thoit of Phaeton does on the ambition of men. 

TOVE for araufement quitted oft his (kies, 
3 To vifit earth, contraifted to our fizc ; 
A«d lov'd (however things in heav'n might go) 
Exceedingly a game of romps below. 
Mifs Semele he pick'd up, as he went. 
And thought he pleas'd her to her heart's content. • 
But minds afpiring ne'er can be at eafe ; 
Once known a god, as man he ceas'd to pieafe. 
In tendereft time, which women know, 'tis faid. 
Thus flie befpake the loving god in bed. 

Thou, who gav'ft Daedalus his mazy art. 
And knc^wc^ aU things but a woman's heart, 

R 2 llf*r 
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Hear my rcqacftfor fomething yet untry'd. 
And fwcar by Styx, J itiall not be dcny'd- 

Fond Jove, like men, the bettor to fuo€ced. 
Took any oath ; then i»dc. the girlpiocecd. 
In human guifc, great Jove, leave off to lOve, 
Deceiving woman-kind, and pilf 'ring love : - 
What arc thofe joys, which as a man yon give, 
To what a godx>f .thimdor oan atchievc? 
Such weight of love, and might of iimbs employ. 
As give immortal madams beanr'nly jjoy, 

Jove came^rray'd, as bound by cruel fate. 
And Semelc enjoy'd the god in ftate : 
When flaming Splendors. Tound his beamy head 
Divinely (hone, and ftruck the mortal dead. 

.Faint from th&ceurfe (hough we awhile retteat^ 
To cool .and bfeathe before another heat ; 
The gods can't know, fi«(h widx eternal prime, 
Loye's ftinted paufc, nor want recruits from time; 
£ut muft with unabating ardours ki&. 
And bear down nature with exceis of bliis. 

Learn hence, each fair one, whom like beauties grace, 
Poffefs'd of lawiefescmpire by your facc^ 
Not to do what y.oa lift, becaufc you naay. 
Let cool diicietion warm de£r^ allay ; 
And itching; curiofity believe, 
A lurkli)g taint deriv'd from mother Eve* 
Spare then the men, ye fair, and frankly own. 
Your fexj like'Ot^s, hasJiad itsBbaetOQ. 



THE 
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« 

TX7HEN I finft came tor London, I rambled aboyr 
^ ^ From fermoa to fermon, took a iUcc aadwcnt 
out»- 
Thcn on mc, in divinity batchelbr, try'd 
Many priefts to obtrude a Levitical bride; 
And urging their various opinions, intended' 
To make me wed fyftems,,. which they recoromcRd^d. 

Said a letch'rous old fry'r fkulking near Lincoln's-inn,. 
(Whofe trade's to abfolve,. but whoft paftime's to fin -^ 
Who, fpider-like, feizes weak proteftant flies-. 
Which hung in his fophi(!ry cobweb he fpies ;) 
Ah ! pity your foul; for without our church palc>- 
If you happen to die, to be damn'd you can't fail ; 
The Bible,.. you boail, is a wild revelation : 
Hear a church that can't err if you hope for (klvationv 

Said a formal non-coD« (.whofe ridi ilock of gra^e 
lies forward exposed ki (hii^-window of £ftce,) 
Ahl pity you9 foul: cone, be oSoufieSt:- 
For then you- are fefe, and may plead yoo'ee- ele^». 
As it ftandsin the A^, we can pfove ouriblves faintly 
Being Chcifl's little flock every where fpoke againflL. 

Said a jolly church parfon, (devoted tO'^afe, 
While poftaLlaW' dragons guacd his. golden fleece,^. 
If yoa pity your foul, I pray Uftea to nckher ; 
The ixk i» ia <eiror> the laft a dooeivetr- 

R 3 That 
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That our's is the true church, the fenfc of our tribe is. 
And furely in medio tutij/tmus ibis. 

Said a yea and nay friend with a ftiffhat and band, 
(Who while he talk'd gravely would hold forth his hand^ 
Dominion and wealth are the aim of all three. 
Though about ways and means they may all difagree; 
Then prithee be wife, go the quakers bye-way, 
'Tis plain, without turnpikes, fo nothing to pay. 



ON BARCLAY'S APOLOGY FOR THE QUAKERS •. 

THESE fheets primaeval dodrines yield. 
Where revelation is reveal'd ; 
Soul-phlegm from literal feeding bred, 
Syftems lethargic to the head 
They purge, and yield a diet thin. 
That turns to gofpel-chyle within. 
Truth fublimate may here be fecn 
Extraded from the parts terrene. 

* This celebrated book was written by its author, both in La- 
tin and Engriih) and was 4'terwards trai>flated into High Dutch, 
Low Dutch, French, and Spanifh, and probably into other lan- 
guages, it has always been efteemed a very ingenious defence of 
the principles of Quakerifm, even' by thofe who deny the doc- 
trines which it endeavours to e(labliih. The author was born 
at Edinburgh in 1648, and received part of his education at 
the Scots College in Paris, where hi« uncle was principal. His 
father became one of the' earl left converts to the new fdft, and 
from his example, the fon feems to have been induced to tread 
in his Aeps. He died on the 3d of October, 1690, in the ^id 
3[cai oi his ?.^. 

In 
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In thefe is (hewn, how men obtain 

What of Prometheus poets feign : 

To fcriptureplainnefs drefs is brought^ 

^nd fpeech, apparel to the thought. 

They hifs from inftindt at red coats. 

And war, whofe work is cutting throats. 

Forbid, and prefs the law of love ; 

Breathing the fpirit of the dove, 

Xiucrative do^ines they detefl. 

As manufa^r'd by the prieft ; 

And throw down turnpikes, where wc pay 

For fluff, which never mends the way ; 

And tythes, a Jewilh tax, reduce. 

And frank the gofpd for our ufe« 

They fable (landing armies break ; 

But the militia ufeful make : 

Since all unhix'd may preach and pray^' 

Taught by thefe rules as well as they ; 

Rul^ which, when truths themfelves reveal^ 

Bid us to follow what we feel. 

The world can't hear the fmall dill voice. 

Such is its buftle and its noife -, 

Reafon the proclamation reads. 

But not one riot paffion heeds. 

Wealth, honour, power the graces are. 

Which here below our homage ihare : 

They, if one votary they find 

To miflrefs more divine inclin'd. 

In truth's purfuit to caufe delay 

Throw golden apples in his way* 

R 4 Place 
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Place me,. O Hear'n^ in lame retreat ;. 
There let the ferious death-watch beat. 
There let pie fclf in fiience ihim,: 
To feel thy wilU which ihould be done* 

Then comes the Spirit to our hat«. 
When fail the fenfb' doois axe (hot;. 
For fo divine and puie a goeft 
The cmptieft rooms aue fumifii'd bcft. 

O Contemplation ! air fercne ! 
From damps of fenfe, and fbga of fpleen t 
Pare mount of thought ! thrice holy! ground^. 
Where grace, when waited for, is found. 

Here ^tis the foul ftelafoddeayouthi 
And meets exulting, vifgin Truth; 
Here, like a breeze of gcntkft kind, 
[^npulfes ruftle through the mind ; 
Here Ihines that light with glowing face^ 
The fufe divine,, that kindles grace ; 
Which, if we trim our lamps, will laft,. 
'Till darknefs be by dying paft. 
And then goes out at end of night, 
Extinguiih'd by fuperiar light. 

Ah me ! the heats and colds of lifer 
Fleafure's and pain'is eternal Urife, 
Breed ftormy paffions, which confinM,. 
Shake, like th' iBcJiaii cave, the mind. 
And raife defpair ; my lamp can lail, 
Plac'd where rfiey drive die fimous Waft. 

Falfe eloquence I big toipty ibund ^ 
Like (howep that ruih opoa die gfouod I 

LittH 
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ILittle beneath the furface goes. 
All ftreams along, and muddy flbwa« - 
This finks, and fwdb the buried gzaso>. 
And fruftifies like fouthcm rain*. 

His art, well hid ia mild di£coui&> 
Exerts perfuafion's winning foice,. 
And nervates fo the good defign» 
That king Agrippa*& cafe i» mine. 

Well-natur'd, happy fhade, forgive t 
Like you I think> but cannot live. 
Thy fcheme requires the worid's coaften:^^ 
That from dq)cndence life exon^ ; 
And conflitation fram'd fo ilrong. 
This world's worft climate cannot wrong.. 
Not fuch my lot,, not FoctuneV brat,. 
I live by pulling off the hat ; 
Compell'd by ftation every hour 
To bow to images of power ; 
And in life's- bufy fcenes immers'd,. 
See better things, and do the word. 

Eloquent Want, whofe reafons fway,. 
And make ten thoufand truths give way,. 
While I your fcheme with pleafure trace,. 
Draws near,, and flares me in the face.. 
Confidcr well your ftate, (he cries. 
Like others kneel,, that you may rife ;. 
Hold dodlrines, by no fcruples vcx'd,. 
To which preferment is annex 'd ^ 
Nor madly prove, where all depends^ 
Idolatry upon youx friends.. 

Secj, 
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See, how you like my rueful face. 

Such you muft wear, if out of place. 

Crack'd is your brain to turn reclufe 

Without one farthing out at ufe. 

They, who have lands, and fafe bank-ftock. 

With faith fo founded on a rock. 

May give a rich invention eafe. 

And conftruc fcripturc how they pleafe. 

The honour'd prophet, that of old 
Us'd HeavVs high counfels to unfold. 
Did, more than courier angels, greet 
The crows, that brought him bread and meat. 
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THE GROTT 0'». 

WRITTEN BY MR, GREBN, UNDER THE NAME OF 
PETER DRAKE> A FISHERMAN OF BRENTFORD. 

PRINTED IN THE YEAR I73I, BUT MOT PUBLISHED, 

Scilicet bic poffis curve digmfcere reSium, 

Atque inter Jihas Academi quarere 'verum. H R. 

Our wits Apollo's influence beg. 
The Grotto makes them all with t^ : 
Finding this chalkftone in my neft» 
I ftrain, and lay among the reft. 

ADIEU awhile, forfaken flood. 
To ramble in the Delian wood. 
And pray the God my weli-naeant fong 
May not my fubjedl's merit wrong. 

Say, father Thames, whqfe gentle pace 
Gives leave to view what beauties grace 
Your flow'ry banks, if you have feen 
The much-fung Grotto of the Queen. 
Contemplative, forget awhile 
- Oxonian towers, and Windfor's pile, 

• ^ A building in Richmond Gardens, ercdcd by Queen Caro- 
line, and committed to the cuftody K»f Stephen Duclc. At the 
• time this poem was written many other verfes appeared on the 
iame fubje^. 

And 
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And Wolfcy's • pride (his greatcft guilt) 
And what great William fince has bpilt ; 
And flowing faft by Riehmond icepes, 
f (Honour'd retreat of two gceat. queens) 
From J Sion-houfe, whofe prood fun'cy 
Brow-beats your flood, look crof* the way,^ 
And view, from higbeft fwell of tide. 
The milder fcenes of Surry fide. 

Though yet no palace grace the fhore>. 
To lodge that pau you ihould adore ;. 
Nor abbies, great in ruin, rife. 

Royal equivalents for vice ; 
Behold a Grott, in EXelphic gnove^ 
The Graces' and tjie Mufes' loves^ 

(O, might our Laujeat ftndy here,. 

How would he hail his new-born year !) 

A temple from vaiffl glories fret, 

Whofe goddefs is Fhilofophy, 

Whofe fides fuch Ikcns'ii ideb crown 

As fuperftition would puH dewA % 

The only pilgpimage I know,. 

That men of fenfc would choofe to go :. 

Which fweet abode,, her wiftft chwce, 

Urania cheers with hcavefdy Yoke, 

* Hampton Court,, bc^iv hy< catdJAal WoUb^ and UBpfOMd^ 
by king William III. 

•f> QuecB Anne» con(brt of king. Hicktfd II* and QjiMtA Bf JM- 
betb, bock died at Richnao8d« 

X 3loa Hauft i».aow a.fe«i.bfilQ«fpiis toi tbe cMie oH Hvnh^ 
itOabcrUnd*. 
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While all the Virtues gather tound. 
To fee her confecrate the ground. 
If thou, the God with winged Tect, 
In council talk of this retreat^ 
And jealous gods Teieatment ihow 
At altars rais'd to men below ; 
Tell thofe proud lord* of heaiven, 'tis fit 
Their houfe our heroes ihould admit ; 
While each exifts, as poets fing, 
A lazy lewd immortal thing. 
They muft .(or grow in dHrepute) 
With earth's firft commoners recruit. 

Needlefs it is in terms unikili'd 
To praife whatever BoyJe * fhall build^ 
Needlefs it is the buHs to name 
£>f men, monopolifts of fame; 
Four chiefs adorn the modeft ftone +, 
For virtue as for learning known.; 
The thinking fculpture helps to raife 
Deep thoughts, the genii of the place : 
To the mind's ear, and inward fight. 
Their filence fpeaks, and (hade:giv€s lights 
While infefts from the threlhold preach. 
And minds difpos'd to mufmg teach.: 

• Richard Boyle, earl of Burtington, a noWemtn Ttmarkabte 
for his fine tafte in -architedurc. ♦< Never was proteftion an* 
*« great wealth more generouily and judicjoufiy diffiifed ithan by 
** this great perfon, who haJ every guaiity of a genius and atcif^ 
** except envy." He died December 4, 1753. 

f The author fliould havc.foid iivcj there being the bufts of 
Hcwton, Locke, WoUaftoji, Clarke, andlBoyle, 

Proud 
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Proud of ftrong limbs and painted hiu»» 
They pcrifti by the flighted bruifc ; 
Or maladies, begun within, 
Deftroy more flow life's frail machine ; 
From maggot-youth through change of ftate. 
They feel like us the turns of Fate ; 
Some born to creep have liv'd to fly. 
And change earth-cells for dwellings high ; 
And fome that did their fix wings keep. 
Before they dy'd been forc'd to creep. 
They politics like ours profcfs. 
The greater prey upon the lefs : 
Some flrain on foot huge loads to bring ; 
Some toil inceflant on the wing ; 
And in their different ways explore 
Wife fenfe of want by future ftore ; 
Nor from their vigorous fchemes defift 
'Till death, and then are never mifs'd. 
Some frolic, toil, marry, increafe, 
Are,fick and well, have war and peace. 
And, broke with age, in half a day 
Yield to fucceflbrs, and away. 

Let not profane this facred place, 
Hypocrify with Janus* face ; 
"Or Pomp, mixt ftate of pride and care j 
Court kindnefs, Falftiood's polifli'd ware ; 
Scandal difguis'd in Friendlhip's veil. 
That tells, unalk'd, th' injurious tsit; 
Or art politic, which allows 
The jcfuit-rcmedy for vows ; 

3 Or 
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Or pricft, perfuming crowned head , 
'Till in a fwoon Truth lies for dead ; 
Or tawdry critic, ^ho perceives 
No grace, which plain proportion gives. 
And more than lineaments divine 
Admires the gilding of the (hrine ; 
Or that felf-hsainting fpeftre Spleen, 
In thickeft fog the cleareft feen ; 
Or Prophecy, which dreams a lye. 
That fools believe and knaves apply ; 
Or frolic Mirth, profanely loud. 
And happy only in a crowd ; 
Or Melancholy's penfive gloom. 
Proxy in Contemplation's room. 

O Delia ! when I touch this firing. 
To thee my Mufe direfts her wing. 
Unfpotted fair I with downcaft look 
Mind not fo much the murm'ring brook j 
Nor fixt in thought, with footfteps flow 
Through cyprefs alleys cherifti woe ; 
I fee the foul in penfive fit. 
And moping like fick linnet fit. 
With dewy eye, and moulting wTng, . • 
Unperch'd, averfe to. fly or fing ; 
I fee the favourite curls begin 
IfDiftts'd to toilet difcil>linc) ^ 

To quit their poft, lofe their fmart air« 
And 'grow again like common h^ir ; 
And tears, which frequent kerchiefs dry, 
Raife a red circle round the ^e ; 

And 
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And by this bur about the fBOoa, 
-Conje^ure more ill weather iboa. 
Love not £o much the iioielul knell? 
And news the boding night-bikis tell ; 
Nor watch the wainfcot's hoUow. blow^ 
And hens portentous when xhejr crow ; 
Nor fleeplefs mind tiae doath-watch beal^ 
Jn taper find no winding-flytet ; 
Nor in burnt coal a coffin fee* 
Though thrown at others^ meant foar thee z 
Or when the cor'rufcation gleama, 
Find out not firft the bloody ftrearas^ 
Nor in impreft remembrance keep 
<jrim tap'ftry figures wjrought in ikep4 
Nor rife to fee in antique ball 
The moon-light monftc» on the waU, 
And ftiadowy fpedbres daridy pafe 
Trailing their fables o'er the gcafe. 
Let vice and guilt aft how they plc^fe 
In fouls, their conquer'dittOYinces; 
By heaven's juft charter it appears. 
Virtue's exempt fropi quartering fcaip* 
Shall then arm'd fancies feiccly ditfi* 
Live at difcrction in your bn»ft ? 
Be wife, and panic fright tlifdain» 
As notiona, meteors of the brain J 
And fights perfoxra'd, Bufive fc$ncl 
By magic lanthorn ^ fthe fpleea« 
Come here, from Ibafeful cares setoft'd^ 
With Virtue's ticket, to afeaft. 
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Where decent mirth and wifdom join'd 
In ftewardfhip, regale the mind. 
Call back the Cupids to your eyes, 
I fee the godlings with furprife. 
Not knowing home in fuch a plight. 
Fly to and fro, afraid to light. — 

Far from my theme, from method far. 
Convey 'd in Venus' flying car, 
I go compeird by ftathcr'd fteeds. 
That fcorn the rein when Delia lead*» 

No daub of elegiac ftrain 
Thefe holy wars fhall ever ftain ; 
As fpiders Irifh wainfcot flee, 
Falfhood with them fliall difagree : 
This floor let not .the vulgar tread. 
Who worfhip only what they dread : 
Nor bigots who but one way fee 
Through blinkc^rs of authority ; 
Nor they who its four faints defame 
By making virt^ie but a name ; 
Nor abftradl wit, (painful regale 
To hunt the pig with flippery tail ') 
Artifts, who richly chafe their thought. 
Gaudy without, but hollow wrought ; 
And beat too thin, and tool'd too much 
To bear the proof apd ftandard touch : 
Nor fops to guard (his fylvan ark 
With necklace -bells in treble bark : 
Nor Cynics growl and fiercely paw. 
The maflifls of the moral law. 

Vol. LXIX. S Come. 
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Come, Nympb, withjrurAl<ham>!CMr$<itedi», , , ■, # 

Virtue's exterior form coafcft* , f. : •; i 

With charms antarnilh'd^ inooceace , : -A 

DifpHiyy and Eden (hall conunencc; -'T 

When thas you come in ibbcr fa. 

And wifdoro is preferred ta mt ; • , 

And looks diviner graces tell^ 

Which don't with giggling yiufcles dwell; 

And beauty like the ray-clipt Ain^^ 

With bolder eye we look upon ; 

Learning (hall with obfequious mien 

Tell all the wonders ftie has feen ; 

Keafon her logic armour quit« 

And proof to mild perfuafion fit ; 

Religion with free thought difpenfe, • 

And ceafe crufading againft fen& ; 

Philofophy and (he embrace. 

And their firft league again take place ; 

And morals pure, in duty bound. 

Nymph-like the fillers chief furronnd ; 

Nature (hall fmile, and round this cell 

The turf to your light prcflure fwcll. 

And knowing beauty by her ihoe. 

Well air its carpet frona the dew.^ 

The Oak, while you his umbrage deck, 

liCts fall his acorns in your neck; 

Zephj r his civil kifles gives. 

And plays with curls inftead of leaves ; 

fiirds, feeing you, believe it fpring. 

And during their vacation fing; 

3 . Aivl 
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And flow'rs Fein fbn^ttrd from tHcir feats- - ' 

To traflSic in exchange ofiWcetsv 

And angels bearing wfeaAs ddcend, ' 

Preferr'd as vergers to' attend ' 

This fane, whofe dcitfintreats 

The Fair to grace its upperYeats. , • ' 

O kindly view our Ietter*d ftrife. 
And guard us through pblcmic life'; 
From poifon vehicled in praife, ^ ' 

For fatire's fhots but flightly graze ; 
We claim your zeal, and find within, 
Philofophy and you are kin. 

What Virtue is we judge by you ; -^ ' 
For aftions right are beauteous too ; ' " 
By tracing the fole female mind. 

We beft what is true Nature fiud : , 

Your vapours bred from fumes declare. 
How fteams create tempeftuous air, 
'Till gufhing tears and liafty rain 
Make heaven and you ferene again : 
Our travels through the Harry ficies 
Wrre firft fuggefted by youi* eyes ; 
We, by the interpofing fan, 
Learn how eclipfes firft begati : 
The vaft ellipfe from Scarbro's home, 
Defcribes how blazing comets roam ; 
The glowing colours of the cheek 
Their origin from Phoebus fpeak ; 
Our watch how Luna ftrays above 
Feels like the care of jealous love ; 

S 2 And 
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And all things we in fcience know 
From your known love for riddles flow. 

Father ! forgive^ thas far I ftray,. 
Drawn by attraftion from nay way, 
Mark next with awe, the foundrefs well 
Who on thefe banks delights to dwell; 
You on the terrace fee her plain, 
Move like Diana with her train. 
If you then fairly fpeak your mind. 
In wedlock fince with Ifis join'd, 
Yoa'Il own, you never yet did fee. 
At leaft in fuch a high degree, 
Greatnefs delighted to undrefs ; 
Science a fcepter'd hand carefs ; 
A Queen the friends of freedom prize; 
A woman wife men canonize. 
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